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The majority of these sketches were contributed to 
the columns of the Civil Service Guardian in 1890-91, 
and the Bristol Times and Mirror in 1897-98. 
"Wild Roses and Honeysuckle at Southchurch," 
"Blackberrying near Rochford," "Mushrooming near 
Maldon," "Cottage Gardens and Sea Holly at 
Heacham," " Sweet Violets near Cromer," and 
" Holkham Beach and Sand-Hills" have not pre- 
viously appeared. The whole of the sketches are 
collected together in the hope that they will form 
a pleasant holiday-book, and afford some useful 
information to tourists and sportsmen with regard 
to the East Coast The sketches have been written 
from actual observation and experiences during my 
visits to the several places. A few additions and 
excisions have been made so as to bring the sketche<i 
up-to-date. 
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And all real and wholesome enjoyments possible to 
man have been just as possible to him, since first he was 
made at the earth, as they are now ; and. they are possible 
to him chiefly in peace. To watch the corn grow, and the 
blossoms set; to draw hard breath over ploughshare or 
spade ; to read, to think, to love, to hope, to pray, these are 
things that make men happy ; they have always had the power 
of doing these ; they never ic/W have the power to do more. 
The world's prosperity or adversity depends upon ouc knowing 
and teaching these few things. John Ruskin. — Modem 
Painters. 



My heart is fixed firm and stable in the belief that 
ultimately the sunshine and the summer, the flowers, and the 
azure sky, shall become, as it were, interwoven with man's 
splendour. He shall take from all their beauty and enjoy 
their glory. Richard Jefferies.— 7"^ Life of the Fields. 
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EAST COAST SCENERY. 

CHAPTER 1. 

CAMBRIDGE IN SPRING. 

COMMONPLACE as the town of Cambridge 
really is, witli its many narrow straggling 
streets, we have only to turn aside from one of the 
main thoroughfares, and pass through one of the 
older colleges on the banks of the Cam, and we 
are more than compensated for all the common- 
places which have offended our sight and artistic 
perceptions whilst passing through the town. Indeed, 
even before we pass on to the colleges, we see Cam- 
bridge in one of its most beautiful spring aspects, 
for we have but to turn to the left on our way to 
the town, and follow the "Brook" to the Botanic 
Gardens, to behold a scene which we very much 
doubt is to be met with in the midst of any other 
city or town in England, for here, on each grassy 
bank of the brook or watercourse, are to be seen 
clusters of primroses whose pale yellow is reflected 
in the stream. These clumps of primroses are 
particularly fine, and very numerous, and here and 
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there tliey are varied with oxlip^ and polyanthuses, 
and, rising from the banks, are giant elms in all 
the bravery of their fresh spring greenery. The 
Botanic Gardens are full of beauty and interest, 
although one is inclined to lament the rather stagnate 
condition of the water in the lakes. But what an 
excellent opportunity is afforded for the study of 



an innniie variety oi pianis and 
flowers, whose names are not carefully concealed 
from the uninitiated as they are in many other 
public gardens, but plainly and openly displayed 
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Cambridge in 

Spring. 

and set forth on the several labels placed on the 
trees and shrubs or stuck in the flower-beds. A great 
poet has said, "God knows what a fact's worth,'' 
and it is lamentable to think what widespread 
ignorance prevails even with regard to the names of 
the commonest trees and flowers ; but surely at 
Cambridge the inhabitants and visitors, at very little 
pains, can make themselves acquainted with at least 
an elementary knowledge of botany. The flower- 
beds in the gardens look perhaps just a little bare 
compared with 
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and hyacinths, but there is nevertheless a great 
variety of spring blossoms, and one of the most 



!l John's College, Cambridge. 
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Cambridge in 

Spring. 

striking charms of the gardens is the fresh green 
foliage of the trees and shrubs. There are thickets 
of hawthorn cunningly distributed about, and in 
these the blackbirds and thrushes have made their 
nests, and are already sitting on their eggs, and not 
far distant we have a rookery, in which the rooks are 
busy, or flying about over the tall elms under the 
fleecy blue sky. Turning from the gardens, and 
retracing our steps along by the Brook, we go on 
past the Fitzwilliam Museum, with its flne collection 
of modern pictures and works by the Old Masters, 
until we reach the Colleges. Let us pass through 
one of these — St. John's, for instance — and cross 
over the Cam, and under the tall elms, whose 
branches are rocking and swaying in the fresh spring 
breezes. 

As we glance around, a veritable spring scene has 
taken the place of narrow, straggling streets, and 
rather mean-looking houses. It is as though we 
had been transported at a bound to some beautiful 
woodland or park-like scenery, where avenues of 
tall elms stretch before us, and gigantic chestnuts 
and oaks rise here and there. Dotting the green 
sward and gracing the little hedgerows under the 
elms, are groups of wild hyacinths and wood 
anemones ; and again, as along the brookside, are 
great clumps of primroses on the banks of the little 
rivulets, and, nestling in their leaves, fragrant purple 
violets. To the right are those colleges which border 
the Cam, with their trim lawns, on which numerous 
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undergraduates, in their many coloured blazers, are 
disporting themselves at lawn-tennis. 

The approach to Cambridge and Ely, considering 
the flat and marshy country we pass through, is by 
no means uninteresting in the spring. We have the 
wide reaches of the Lea, and the many shining curves 
of this eastern river, and numberless rivulets and 
streams bordered with willows and the satin-shining 
palm, and marsh-land, flooded in winter, but now, save 
where patches of withered herbage and reeds remain, 
brightened with the marsh marigolds in "swamps 
and hollows grey." And there is a copse here and 
there purple with promise, and in places bright and 
fresh with its early spring greenery, and rising 
uplands crowned with clumps of trees, and lowlands 
where the farmers and their men are still busy with 
the plough, or the sowers are sowing, and we have a 
stately mansion here and there embowered in its 
trees and gardens, and village church towers and 
steeples and prosperous towns, with their flour-mills 
and breweries, and windmills on the rising ground, 
to make the scenery picturesque, and hedges of 
blackthorn blossoming, and all those cheerful signs 
and tokens which arc indicative of the spring. This 
Eastern country has been much disparaged, but it has 
quite a beauty of its own for those who have eyes to 
see. You get scarcely anywhere in the spring a 
brighter blaze of yellow than jn the marshy meadows, 
bedecked as they are with cowslips and, in their 
moister parts, with marsh marigolds ; and the full 
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flooded streams, intersecting the fields, are an ever 
varying delight. And there are the rich ploughed 
land and numerous orchards, in which the pear, plum, 
and cherry trees are in full blossom. And stretching 
for miles towards the coast and the distant sea the 
flat marsh-land, and the long lines of willows and 
poplars, and the quiet cattle and sheep grazing. It 
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speaks well for Essex and Cambridgeshire that some 
of the greatest masters of landscape, notably Con- 
stable, have found there inspiration for some of their 
best works, and if we miss the softer scenery and 
woodlands of the more favoured English counties, 
we nevertheless have those bright glimpses of sun- 
light and those shifting shadows, and wonderful 
sunrises and sunsets over the marshes, which we get 
scarcely anywhere else in the kingdom. Marsh-land, 
particularly in the spring, when it is brightened 
with the yellow marigolds and greening willows, has 
a picturesqueness and beauty peculiarly its own. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

EARLY SPRING NEAR RAYLEIGH. 

IT is not easy in this variable climate to declare 
when any particular season sets in. Spring may 
be eariier or later, according to certain atmospherical 
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at a fixed date. The vernal season may begin a 
week or two sooner or later, varying in accordance 
witli the mildness or severity of the winter ; but set 
in it does, without much variation of time, with great 
and unceasing regularity. 

" I dream'd there would be Spring no more," sings 
Tennyson in the " In Memoriam ;" but he throws oft 
the hideous nightmare, and has faith that winter will 
change to spring. And surely so winter changeth 
now. Let us go forth this morning, after the fogs 
and frosts of the past few months, and breathe the 
fresher, purer air. The strong, fierce, blustering gales 
have prepared us for this change. The sky is full of 
great masses of fleecy cloud, with patches of light 
and dark blue; so different from the autumn, when 
the former colour predominates. The sun is striving 
to assert its power, although it has not much strength 
as yet. It glares weird and white through the clouds. 
We ascend the hill from the railway station, saunter 
through the long straggling street, past the massive 
grey church tower, and on into the lanes. It is here, 
in the hedgerows, we shall find the earliest tokens of 
spring ; not in the fields, where the grass is still dank 
and wet, and the freshness of the renewing season is 
hardly perceptible. The first tokens of the great 
miracle arc making themselves apparent. Divide 
these bramble-bushes, and penetrate to the hedge- 
row, and note these fresh green growths. They are 
amongst the very earliest tokens of spring, the glossy 
wild arum leaves, some as yet not fully unfolded, and 
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all unspotted, so young and virgin are they. Are 
they not, simple as they are in their dark glossy 
greenery, a resurrection? Close by, in the ditch, still 
wet with the winter rains, the old-fashioned spade- 
like leaves of the lesser celandine are making their 
appearance, with here and there a bud, butss yet no 
shining yellow flower to welcome the passer-by, with 
its real, palpable colour of spring. Overhanging this 
wet ditch are the briars of the wild rose strongly 
budding, and the hardy privet, with its unfolding 
fresh leaves, and the honeysuckle is in quite strong 
leaf. 

Look over yonder. The chaffinches are sprightly 
on the whitethorns, with their cry of "Pink! pink!" 
but as yet the buds are small, and the birds will 
have to wait for the fresh green leaves and " promise 
of may ; " but the blackthorns of robuster growth 
are leafing right up their spiky stems and branches. 
The "satin-shining palm" seems to delight in the 
fleecy blue sky, and here and there a forward 
chestnut is almost unfolding its buds, and the poplars 
are beginning to show a tinge of spring colour. A 
little rivulet gushes by, and on its banks are profuse 
leaves of the campion and ground-ivy. In the stoniest, 
barrenest places the white and red dead-nettles assert 
themselves. 

Let us take a peep into the cottage gardens. The 

rustic gardeners have done little as yet. The ground 

is still trenched, but manure heaps abound, as though 

spring delving would soon commence. Little care 
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has been bestowed upon the flower-plots ; the cottager 
and his spouse, fond as they are of flowers, have left 
them to take care of themselves. Here are little 
patches of white alyssum and arabis already in flower, 
and a few purple and yellow crocuses and virgin 
white snowdrops have made their appearance. It 



is too early yet for the flowering currant and the 
daffodils, with all their bravery of green spikes. The 
fresh violet and primrose leaves give promise of speedy 
blossom, and the lilac bushes are budding strongly. 
A few brave wallflowers are in bloom, and the 
hyacinths and tulips are arousing themselves from 
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their winter sleep and show their green spikes. The 
honeysuckles clambering over the cottage porches 
are leafing, and the japonica beginning to leaf and 
show signs of blossom. In the grass plots in the 
more sheltered spots there are already a few daisies. 
On such a day as this, with its fleecy blue sky, the 
birds rejoice instinctively. The " wise thrush " sings 
" each song twice over " in yonder tree, and the black- 
bird attempts to boldly pipe ; the chaffinches " Pink I 
pink ! " ; the wren twitters ; the robins sing their 
sweet, tremulous songs ; the sparrows chatter ; and 
over there in the elms the rooks are holding a 
parliament The lark is lord and laureate of all. 
The spring sunshine, albeit white and sickly as yet, 
tempts him skyward, and he pours out his song at 
heaven's gate. There are woods in the distance, 
reaching down to and bordering the roadside. Can 
it be that there is already the purple hue and glow 
of spring amongst these trees? It is not the purple 
haze of late March, but still something very different 
from the winter aspect. But this roadside copse we 
are now passing irritates us. We are not enthusiastic 
enough to leap over the hedge to search for tokens 
of spring, though most probably we should not go 
unrewarded. All we can see from the road wears a 
wintry look. The more stunted of the oaks have a 
few dry, drab leaves clinging to their branches, and 
the beeches a few tawny ones, all reproachful of last 
year's glories. Patches of coarse dry grass and reeds 
and rushes rise up here and there in the copse, and 
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the undergrowth seems wet and draggled, suspected 
even by the startled blackbird, who hurries past it 

with a piercing cry. 

"The trembling year" is as yet unconfirmed. In 
spite of al! the spring tokens we have seen in our 



morning's walk, we have wild March, " through which 
the throstle calls " to pass through. That elder-bush, 
which is in quite strong leaf now, will, perhaps, be 
blackened with frost ere long, and tlie earliest 
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blossoms- in the gardens nipped, or covered with a 
pall of snow. Still, the signs we have seen assure us 
that "Nature's ancient power" is not lost, but that 
the sun will gather strength, and the miracle of 
spring, with its great resurrection, be as perfect and 
complete as ever. Fr^rant is the smell of the wood 
fires, as we descend the hill from the straggling street 
of the village as we return, and far away in the . 
distance, under the beautiful fleecy blue sky, is the 
purple haze of the coming spring all over the finely 
wooded country. 
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CHAPTER III. 

A MAY DAY AT SOUTHEND-ON-SEA. 

"/^F course if we go out of town, Southend will 
V-' be the best" So sang Thomas Hood, the 
younger, in spite of all the counter-attractions of the 
more fashionable watering-places. But he knew 
Southend-on-Sea, knew its manifold charms and 
resources, the lovely country round about this 
pleasant resort at the mouth of the Thames, the 
wonderful panorama of vessels of all sorts and sizes 
continually passing to and from the great Port of 
London, and the invigorating and health- restoring 
effects of its pure and balmy air. And those who 
know Southend best are loudest in its praises. They 
visit the place highly prejudiced against it perhaps. 
They have probably been told by persons ignorant 
of its charms and resources that it is the resort of 
the oi polloi ; that when the tide is out, it is one long 
stretch of mud-banks ; that swings and roundabouts 
play an important part in its economy ; that the al 
fresco consumption of oysters and cockles is some- 
thing tremendous; that " 'Arry and 'Arriett, and 
their heldest son 'Erbert," invigorated by the sea 
air, indulge in vocal feats which are deafening and 
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distracting in the extreme ; that the place is often 
occupied in the season by hordes of Vandals, who 
plunge incontinently into the sea, or make lounges 
of the shocks of corn at harvest-time, or promenade 
the cliffs or beach in bands, and make day and night 
hideous with loud strains of the latest comic songs. 

All this sort of disparagement is often uttered by 
persons who know next to nothing of Southend-on- 
Sea. Of course we frankly admit that occasionally 
there is an invasion, just as there Js at every other 



seaside resort, of holiday-folk who are determined to 
compress as much enjoyment as possible into the few 
hours at their command, and if some of these holiday 
makers — honest and hard-working East-enders most 
probably — are not exactly gifted with the charm of 
manner and repose of Lady Clara Vere de Vere, they 
nevertheless enjoy themselves thoroughly in their 
own way, and do not in the least interfere with the 
tastes and pleasures of visitors of another stamp. 
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One thing Es, however, certain ; Southend-on-Sea is 
vastly improved. It is now a Corporate town, and 
the Mayor and Corporation are determined not to let 
other holiday resorts take the wind out of their sails. 
Everything has been done to improve and beautify 
the town. Note the fine new pier, now over ij miles 
long — and where, by the way, will you find a longer 
or breezier pier, stretching as it does out into the sea 
for upwards of a mile ? Note also the long stretch 
of esplanade, thickly planted with trees, towards 
Leigh, and the pleasant shrubberies and gardens 
that nestle amongst the clifis. Whichever way you 
turn, you will find a pleasant walk or ride, and ample 
accommodation in the way of refreshment And 
now that the new line is open to Southend, the 
beautiful inland country which was somewhat difficult 
of access before is easily reached. There are few 
prettier lines in England, by the way, than this new 
line to Southend. It passes through charming 
country, with a constant succession of wooded 
uplands and lowlands, and at this season of the year 
the rural scenes are beautiful in the extreme. 

After leaving Liverpool Street, you have not long 
to wait before reaching the open country, and as you 
near Brentwood, you seem to have plunged into a 
perfect paradise. Observe all these masses of colour 
under the fleecy blue sky on this perfect day of May, 
when "all the land" blossoms "in flowery squares." 
The apple orchards are all in pink and white blossom, 
the lark singing over the green corn, the lilacs and 
36 
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laburnums in full bloom in the cottage gardens, and 
as we pass that old-fashioned farmhouse, with its 



geous peonies, what a fragrant scent of wallflowers is 
wafted to our nostrils as we are whirled along. In 
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the meadows, where the grass is springing, and full 
of colour with the yellow buttercups and red flower- 
ing growths of sorrel, groups of green elms or amber- 
leaved oaks rise up here and there, and the hedges 
are white with may. And what cunning artificer has 
been at work in this railway cutting by Brentwood? 
Nature and art have turned out a perfect piece of 
handiwork. All of a sudden we seem to rush into a 
forest of the brightest and yellowest broom ; turn this 
side or turn the other, and you will find right and left 
of you great masses of this beautiful bright blossoming 
plant, and right and left, still, up and down the slopes, 
there is the blue of the wild hyacinths, the pink and red 
of the campions, the snowy white of the starry stitch- 
wort, and great billowy masses of the cow-parsley ; 
and on either side of you as you leave the cutting, 
stretch the flowery meadows and the green woods, 
from which you can catch the cry of the cuckoo and 
the nightingale's liquid note. 

In fact, right on to Southend, along this new line, 
you have a constant succession of beautiful scenery. 
Where, for instance, will you get a more delightful 
bit of woodland than as you branch from Shenfield ? 
Determined as we are this beautiful May-day to get 
as much enjoyment ourselves, and to confer as much 
as possible upon our friend who accompanies us, we 
make up our minds to approach Southend from 
Rayleigh. The walk is not a long one, and it lies 
through beautiful country ; but let us say in passing 
that the continuation of the journey by rail is as 
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pleasant as could be well wished, what with the 
charming rural aspects of the country you get round 
about Hockley, and the glimpses of the fine avenue and 
old church and hall at Rochford, where Anne Boleyn 
is said to have been born or lived, and Prittlewell 
church tower, which is one of the finest specimens of 
the Perpendicular style in England. But, as we have 
said, we have determined to approach Southend by 
Rayleigh, taking Hadleigh, with its old ruined castle, 
and Leigh, with its picturesque village and fishing 
fleet, by the way. We leave Rayleigh Station, and 
pass up a country road to the village, which is close 
at hand. The delicious smell of the wood fires 
betokens that we are in veritable country. The 
cottage gardens are eqyally fragrant with their wall- 
flowers and stocks, and now and again, after a passing 
shower, we scent the sweet briar. Not long ago 
Rayleigh was one of the remotest towns or villages 
in Essex ; an old-world place, with a long, straggling 
sleepy-looking street, and church at the far end ; and 
it looks just as old-fashioned now, although here and 
there the civilising effects of the railway are to be 
seen, and the builder is busily at work. 

We pass up the country road to Rayleigh, with 
its picturesque windmill on the right, excellent for 
artistic purposes, and its earthworks and tumuli close 
at hand, ready for the researches of the antiquarian, 
until we reach the village. The long straggling street 
looks much the same as when we first made its 
acquaintance, but the shopkeepers and rustics seem 
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to regard strangers with less suspicion nowadays. 
They are getting accustomed to visitors now that 
they are the happy possessors of a railway-station, 
and accept them as a matter of course. From 
Rayleigh we proceed to Hadleigh, passing delightful 



green woods which skirt the roadside, in which the 
cuckoos are calling, and the blackbirds and thrushes 
singing joyously this bright May morning. Presently 
we reach the little village of Hadleigh, and turn into 
a pleasant country' lane which leads to the ruins of 
40 



by Google 



A-M^y Day at 

Southend-on-Sea. 

the famous castle. Nothing could be more pic- 
turesquely situated than these ruins. They stand on 
a high eminence overlooking the broad estuary of the 
Thames. 

In the distance, to our left, is Southend Pier, 
stretching far out into the water, and still further 
beyond to our left, the Nore. Just opposite to us is 
Canvey Island, with its broad stretches of marsh 
land, and across the wide expanse of waters of 
the Sea Reach, the Kentish Coast. We can easily 
distinguish the Isle of Graine with its forts, and 
Sheerness and the mouth of the Medway, protected 
by the huge fortress, called Garrison Point. Nearer 
to us, on our left, is the picturesque fishing village of 
Leigh, with its red-tiled roofs. It is historic ground 
just here. Hubert de Bui^h was lord of the castle 
whose ruins we are now standing amidst, and there, 
in Leigh Roads, to the left of us, Robert Blake, the 
famous admiral, once took shelter from the Dutch 
fleet before he administered to it that severe 
casttgation which so raised England's power at sea. 
Anchored in Leigh Roads, Blake must have been 
reminded of his native river Parrett, which widens 
out from Bridgwater to the sea. His father, 
Humphrey Blake, by the way, was a Spanish mer- 
chant at Bridgwater, and the captain of one of his 
ships, trading with the Spanish Main, first brought 
the news of the sailing of the Armada. The view 
from Hadleigh Castle is simply charming, and the 
walk from thence to Leigh is delightful, passing 
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along, as we do, a high grassy terrace, bordered on 
each side with blossoming whitethorns and amber- 
leaved oak saplings. Strolling through the little 
village of Leigh, we ascend to the high ground, and 
find a wonderful change has taken place since we 
last visited it, several new houses having been built 
on the hill, all of which command beautiful and 
extensive sea views. 

From Leigh we pass along the road to Southend, 
sighting Prittlewell to the north-east, and Rochford 
and Canewdon further on. To vary the walk, we 
turn from the Leigh Road down a meadow, until we 
reach the shore nearly opposite the Crow Stone, and 
proceed along the beach until we reach the broad, 
tree-bordered esplanade which takes us to Southend. 
Southend looks at its best in the bright. May sunshine. 
The tide is well in, and the broad estuary of the 
Thames is full of vessels. In the distance we hear 
th£ roaring of the guns at Shoeburyiiess, As we 
pass along the esplanade, we see that very many 
improvements have been effected. Trees have been 
planted on the grassy slopes, and new shrubberies 
laid out. The season seems to have commenced or 
is commencing. The bathing machines have received 
a fresh coat of paint, and they stand out glistening ir 
the sunshine; the large floating swimming baths have 
been transported from Leigh, where they were moored 
for the winter, and are anchored off the esplanade 
ready to receive bathers. Southend is a thriving, 
prosperous place. Unfashionable I Go to the Church 
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Parade on the Green at Cliff Town on Sundays, and 
you will see as many tasteful toilettes and pretty 
girls and matrons as in nearly any watering-place in 
the United Kingdom. A l>eautiful breezy promenade 
is this Cliff Town Green, commanding splendid sea 
views right out to and beyond the Nore and the 
broad reaches of the river up as far as Gravesend. 
And there is besides the Kentish Coast full of 
interest and beauty, with its green fields and trees 
sloping down to the water's edge. And a little 
further beyond the Green, you come to a shady lane, 
which brings you to the new and fashionable suburb 
of Westclifife, a year or two ago meadows and corn- 
fields, but now covered with handsome villas and 
other residences. Southend has grown from a small 
town to the handsome and thriving watering-place it 
now is. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

BURNHAM-ON-THE-CROUCH AND SOUTHMINSTEE : 
YACHTING, FISHING, FRUIT FARMING. 

ABROAD, full river, stretching away and widening 
towards the sea, and still full and broad for 
miles inland, with sloping cornfields and meadows 
on the right bank opposite, arid a wooded ridge of 
high ground crowned towards the south-west with 
a massive grey church tower. On the left bank, 
where we stand, is a picturesque river frontage 
of old hostelries, cottages, and warehouses, and one 
delightful mansion, with a broad expanse of lawn, 
trimly kept, covered with flower-beds, and studded 
with ornamental trees and shrubberies, in which 
latter are great masses of flowering privet, which 
make the air heavy with their scent. Along the 
margin of this broad, full stream are moored very 
numerous yachts and iishing-boats ; and, anchored 
further out in the river, several other craft, all taut 
and tight, and ready to be engaged for pleasure 
voyages up or down stream, or trawling or line- 
fishing. We say instinctively to ourselves as we 
glance up and down the broad expanse of water, 
stretching as it does for miles east and west — 
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"What splendid reaches for yachting and boating!" 
The broad river is the Crouch, and the picturesque 
little town on its banks, Burnham, the chief seat 
of the oyster fishery in Essex. To those who 
deal in native oysters, and to yachtsmen and 
sportsmen who have gone there in pursuit of wild 
fowl, Burnham has been known for years past ; but it 
is now thoroughly opened up and easy of access, and 
it is no longer Urra incognita to the ordinary tourist, 
albeit it is situate in a rather remote part of Essex. 
It has an old-world appearance, but it is a thriving 
place, numbering some two thousand inhabitants, and 
there is plenty of work to do all the year round, what 
with the oyster dredging and the removing of the 
precious bivalves from, and laying them down again 
in, their several beds. Besides, there is the fruit- 
growing industry, which seems to be increasing. 

The railway-station is about a quarter of a mile 
from the town, the church, strange to say, being 
further away still, on the road to Southminster ; but 
Bumham and the river are reached in a few minutes, 
and the walk is a pleasant one, along a country road 
or lane, bordered on the right with elm trees, and on 
the left with trim little cottages and villas, each with 
its fragrant garden full of flowers and vegetables. 
Let us, before visiting the river frontage, pass through 
the main street. Like Rayleigh, which we visited the 
other day, Burnham has one long, wide, straggling 
street as a principal tharoughfare. To-day, with a 
weird July sun striving to pierce through the heavy 
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grey clouds, it has that dull, sleepy, old-world look ■ 
which is common to remote country towns, but, as 
we pass through it, we see plenty of signs that we are 
in a thriving place. The shops are well stocked and 
substantial looking ; there are several good inns of 
the old-fashioned kind ; and the authorities, to add 



to the picturesqueness of the street, have planted a 
row of trees down the centre. There is plenty of 
colour in this old-fashioned thoroughfare — here and 
there red-tiled roofs, a picturesque clock tower, 
dazzling white frontages, strips of green grass, and 
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gardens in which the sweet-williams are gorgeous, 
and the scarlet blossoms of the beans beginning 
to show. There were seven hundred excursionists in 
Burnham a few days before our visit, and even this 
sleepy old street is beginning to show signs of waking 
up. As we pass through it, the enterprising landlord 
of a neat-looking inn, a tall, portly fellow, not ashamed 
to wear a white apron spotlessly clean, marks us as 
his own, and tempts us in to dine. He informs us 
that there is a most appetising beefsteak pie nicely 
browning in the oven. Oil, that toothsome pasty ! 
Nor is Boniface the only one who is ready for the 
visitor and excursionist. In several cottages and 
small villas, apartment-cards betoken that the inhabi- 
tants would be glad to see you or provide you 
with tea and the succulent shrimp or the refreshing 
cress. 

We pass on to the river frontage, pausing to look 
at the oyster-pit, which is certainly one of the lions 
of the place, surmounted as it is by a very fierce- 
looking wooden fish, which our friend suggests is the 
whale that swallowed Jonah ! Laughing over this 
pleasantry, we arouse the riverside boatmen, who, 
with praiseworthy industry, are always on the alert 
for visitors. One civil fellow, with a healthy, sun- 
browned pleasant face, Isaac Harvey by name, as we 
see by the card he hands us, gives us a lot of useful 
information relating to the place and its resources. 
We glance out at the river. The water is not muddy, 
like it is in so many tidal rivers, but clear and bright 
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and sparkling. No wonder that the oysters are so 
delicious ! Taking leave of Isaac Harvey, we enter 
one of the old-fashioned hotels, where a neat-handed, 
comely young Phyllis serves us with refreshments. 
Then we seat ourselves and linger opposite the old 
mansion, with its spacious lawn, upon whose trim 
surface two or three mowers are hard at work ; and 
here again we hold a conversation with one of the 
inhabitants, a hearty-looking fellow, who tells us, 
thank God ! there is work for all in Burnham at all 
seasons of the year, and no idle, loafing fellows. 
There is scarcely any necessity for adopting the 
Socratic method of asking questions, for our informant 
is a ready talker, and soon makes us acquainted with 
the ins and outs of Burnham. Not only is there the 
oyster fishery, but the fruit growing as well. This 
latter is delightful to know of, and presently we 
make tracks in the direction indicated. We pass 
again into the sleepy old street Why, oh ! why, does 
not that boy selling dabs, just freshly caught, make 
the street vocal with his cries ? But, oh no ! he passes 
on from door to door, with almost mute solicitation. 
Presently he comes up to us and proffers his dabs. 
They are ridiculously low in price, sixpence would 
buy the whole lot, but our friend points out to us 
how difficult it j|fC)uld be for us to convey a string of 
dabs along a dusty country road, so we reluctantly 
decline, for fresh, nicely-browned dabs are a luxury. 
But lacking dabs, we must acquire fruit, and a 
pleasant vision rises up before us of rows of currant 
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bushes and forests of raspberry canes and fragrant 
strawberry beds. We hail a youth presently, who 
knows his way to the fruit farms, for some other little 
boys and girls of whom we enquire are strangely 
reticent (oh, can it be that at their tender age they 
know the fruit farms too well, and have good reason 
to be silent ?), and obeying his instructions, we turn up 
by the gas-works, and are on the high road to the 
fruit farms. Here we are 1 In the midst of a forest 
of black currant bushes, and close to our feet, are 
great bushel baskets full of the most luscious black 
currants, all newly picked and shining. The fruit- 
farmer's daughter, a most intelligent and pleasant- 
faced young lady, is permitted to accompany us in 
quest of her father. Before we meet with him, 
however, we have been provided with a couple of 
punnets, and the young lady shows us the finest and 
most luscious /ruit in the forest of raspberry canes, 
and we are soon testing the merits of " Sir Joseph 
Paxton's " and " Falstoff 's." 

Presently up comes the courteous fruit-farmer, to 
whom we oifer our congratulations upon the excel- 
lence of his raspberries. Of course, this wet, cheerless 
sumnierhas been a bad season for fruit, but he tells 
us that he has sent before now, in previous years, as 
many as twenty-six tons of currante to market and 
six tons of cucumbers. The cucumbers are beginning 
to recover a little after the recent rains, and we hope 
this healthy, jolly-looking fruit-farmer will have a 
long spell of fine weather for their ripening and 
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development. We take leave of him and his little 
girl, and proceed on our way to Southminster, passing 
another targe fruit farm, but we are somewhat pressed 
for time, and regret we cannot interview the fruit- 
farmer. 

The walk to Southminster from Burnham is not a 
long one — some three miles — although there is a 



great diversity of opinion amongst the country-folk 
with regard to the distance, some maintaining that 
it is only two miles and a half, and others again, 
" better than three miles." But we jog along the 
dusty road manfully. Overhead there are great 
banks of clouds, and towards the south-west huge 
masses of cumulus, and here and there patches of 
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coppery lurid sky, which are indications of a thunder- 
storm. But, at the bend of the road, just as we enter 
Southminster, we halt, for we are in need of refresh- 
ment; and surely this little roadside hostelry, 
embowered as it is in trees, and pleasantly set in the 
midst of flower-plots, is the very place to refresh in. 
But we reckon without our host, or rather our 
hostess, although she is close at hand. She smilingly 
and politely informs us as we enter her parlour, in 
whose window sundry bottles of ginger-beer and 
lemonade are exhibited, that she cannot serve us. 
We stare in astonishment, and wonder why, for we are 
two thirsty souls, who have been perambulating a 
dusty country road, and the exhibition of lemonade 
and ginger-beer bottles has suggested shandygaff. 
But the good hostess explains to us that her license 
will not permit of drink, with a suspicion of alcohol, 
being consumed on her premises. But our friend — 
bless him for the suggestion ! — suggests that we shall 
stand at a distance from the wicket-gate, so as to be 
off the premises, and so partake of the shandygaff. 
And, presently, th,e smiling hostess brings it to us in 
a great brown jug. 

We glance at the delightful flower garden, and hint 
at a bunch of flowers to take home, for we are not far 
from the railway-station. The hostess acquiesces, is 
most obliging, and arming herself with a pair of 
scissors, rifles her flower-beds for our delectation. 
We lead her on, like a bee, from blossom to blossom, 
expatiating on the fineness of the candy-tuft, the 
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goi^eousness of her sweet-williams, the beauty of 
her Canterbury bells, the delicate colouring of her 
campanulas, until she nears some glorious white 
Madonna lilies. We apologise to her for our covetous- 
ness, but we beg for one or two of the tall blossoming 
stems to make our posy complete, and she does not 
deny us. Then we have a little chat about the fruit 
We forget how many bushels of " sugar-pears " were 
gathered last year from the tall trees which guard the 
front of the hostelry, or how many gooseberries and 
currants the hostess is likely to gather this year, but 
the two latter bush fruit are very abundant Against 
the cherry-tree stands a ladder, and cherries are still 
hanging ; but the pleasant hostess, with quite a 
comical look, informs us that the blackbirds come to 
her cherry-trees before she is up in the morning, 
and make a feast, and chuckle amongst themselves! 
Leaving the hostess, and her pleasant hostelry, 
opposite which are some limes in splendid and 
fragrant blossom, we turn the bend of the road, and 
enter Southminster, nearly stumbling over some 
little children who are " playing at shop " by the 
roadside. Southminster is a substantial oM town, 
with plenty of red brick in it to make it picturesque ; 
but we cannot linger long, our train will soon start. 
Soon after we enter the rail way -station down comes 
the train, but we have just time to have a few minutes' 
chat with the courteous station-master. He informs 
us that Southminster is a great coursing centre, and 
that there are some gigantic hares on the marshes. 
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We reluctantly take our leave, as we would fain learn 
more of the coursing, but our train steams out of the 
station.^ There is winter as well as autumn fishing, 
and wild-fowl shooting and rabbiting to be had at 
Burnham and in its neighbourhood. 
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CHAPTER V. 

IPSWICH, HARWICH, AND THE ORWELL. 
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metropolis. Pass through its busy streets, and you 
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will see shops with plate-glass fronts and spacious 
interiors, which would do credit to Regent Street 
or Bond Street. The pavements, especially in shop- 
ping hours, are crowded with well-dressed people, 
and scores of well-appointed equipages pass .along 
the principal thoroughfares. But all these spacious 
shops and handsome public buildings, which iirst 



strike you as you enter the town, are as nothing to 
the interest which attaches to the Ipswich of bygone 
times, relics of which are to be seen in every direction. 
Here is a house, with broad gables, which must 
almost or quite date from the Plantagenets ; there is 
a decided bit of Tudor ; and, further on, a pure piece 
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of Elizabethan with its pointed gables ; and of houses 
of the time of Queen Anne and the Georgian period, 
with their red brick dcliciously mellowed, and quaint 
old dormers — there are scores. Where, too, save 
perhaps in Chester, will you find finer specimens of 
wood-carving ? Come with us to the Butter Market 
and see ; or pass along with us down this narrow 
street, and halt, and glance to the left. Mind, you 
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are standing on classic ground, and are aln;iost on the 
threshold, so narrow is the street, of the house in 
whicli Wolsey, Henry VIII.'s famous Cardinal was 
born. Note the fine specimen of wood-carving which 
serves as a massive door-post, and picture to yourself 
the broad-shouldered, ruddy youth, of some four 
centuries ago, passing across the threshold of his 
father's house, a self-willed lad of indomitable purpose 
and strength of mind. 

Bright and spacious and handsome as is the old 
East Anglian town, what would Ipswich be without 
the Orwell ? We speak of the river as it flows up 
to Ipswich at the south end of the town, past that 
delightful avenue whose shade is so grateful on hot 
summer days, not of the Orwell in its busier aspects 
in the interior of the town. By glancing seaward 
down the broad reach at the end of the Avenue, you 
have a glorious sight. On the shore, in the middle 
distance, to the left, is a fine stretch of hillside, with 
great clumps of yellow gorse dotting it here and 
there, and on each side, down to the water's edge, 
green woods, such as you have in the most beautiful 
of the reaches of the Upper Thames. But the 
Orwell is much broader than the royal river in its 
upper reaches, where the woods are thickest, and it 
possesses the advantage that you have only a few 
miJes to traverse on its wide waters to reach the 
sea. Those yachts, with their white wings in the 
distance, sailing seaward, make you long for the 
broad expanse of the German Ocean, which is only 
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a few miles away at the mouth of the river. Let us 
take the trip seaward by the steamer, by which you 
can be transported to Harwich or Felixstowe for a 
few pence. We are fairly under weigh, and leave 
Ipswich, with its busy docks behind us. Now we 
are abreast of tliat glorious hillock we saw in the 
distance. It is all aflame with the flowering gorse, 
and dotted here and there with the dazzling white- 
ness of the sheep newly shorn and basking in the 



summer's sun. And onward we steam past the 
hanging green woods, and picturesque riverside 
villages, and spacious mansions, with their historic 
names and memories, rising up with their lordly 
towers on the high eminences. The river grows 
broader ; we are nearing the sea ; but there are still 
the green woods, and the yachts with their white 
sails, and the other river craft. By the way, what a 
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paradise to those who love yachting and boating 
ipswich and Harwich must be ! A tall steeple rises 
in the distance, and far away on our left we sight a 
pebbly and sandy beach with bathing machines. 
The tall steeple is Harwich's landmark ; the beach 
belongs to the pleasant and fashionable seaside 
resort of Felixstowe. Harwich is en fite to-day. 
We steam into its spacious harbour, in which in 
past times nearly the whole of the English fleet 
has anchored, to find nearly all the ships gaily decked 



the Regatta going 

on. It is a pretty sight Look at those yachts as 
they gracefully round the buoy, and swiftly pursue 
their course, dashing the spray from their bows, and 
walking the water really like "a thing of life." In 
the harbour are all kinds of craft 'and thousands of 
spectators. But we land, as we are desirous of 
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passing through Harwich to Dovercourt. What an 
old-world town Harwich is 1 How different from 
Ipswich ! The old-fashioned shops in the narrow 
streets remind us of those in some old Dutch town, 
and still more are we reminded of Dutch surround- 
ings as we pass through some of the smaller streets 
with their red-brick houses. Peep through that door, 
and you will see an interior which Teniers would 
have loved to paint. 



Harwich would be a sleepy old town if it were not 
for its shipping interest It is one of the high roads 
to the Continent. Harwich, moreover, possesses the 
advantage of having a pleasant seaside resort on its 
left and one on its right — Felixstowe and Dovercourt 
— both within rifle-shot. Felixstowe has an excellent 
beach, and is a capital bathing- pi ace, and has some 
charming country walks in the neighbourhood ; and 
Dovercourt, en the other side of the Orwell, is a fine 
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breezy place, from which you can get some capital 
sea-views. Standing on the high ground, near the 
lighthouse, you glimpse a fine stretch of coast-line, 
and sight the tall landmark near Walton-on-the- 
Naze. 

The journey by rail to Ipswich is a very interesting 
one, and some pleasant country is passed through. 
In another chapter we have referred to the beauty of 
some of the railway banks, especially in the neigh- 
bourhood of Brentwood, which in spring are covered 
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with a great profusion of yellow broom. Nor now at 
Midsummer do they lack beauty, for some of the 
high banks in the cuttings are covered with wild- 
rose bushes, which are masses of pink and white 
blossoms, and the marguerites or ox-eye daisies 
make a brave show at many points of the line. Out 
in the meadows, this beautiful June weather, the 
haymakers are busy making hay, and the grass still 
left standing is beautifully coloured with the red 
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growths of the sorrel and the yellow of the butter- 
cups. As you journey to Ipswich, too, you glimpse 
the broad stream of the Colne at Colchester, and 
the still wider waters of the Stour at Manningtree, 
with their fringes of rushes and reeds and sword- 
grass, from which now and then you see great 
herons rise with their flapping wings and wild-fowl 
fly. 

Some very- interesting particulars are given of 
Harwich in the paper, which has been issued in 
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pamphlet form, read by Sir William Birt, General 
Manager of the Great Eastern Railway Company, 
before the British Association at Ipswich, in 
September, 1895. We learn that Harwich was 
made a borough in 1318, by charter granted by 
Edward II. Up to 1836 it was of the highest 
importance as a Mail Packet Station. But, in the 
year just mentioned, the mails were transferred to 
Dover. The continental service, however, as it 
exists to-day, afTords proof of splendid enterprise 



and a thorough desire to keep pace with the 
times. The efforts have been untiring to make 
it as perfect as possible. Even when Sir William 
Birt read his paper at Ipswich, there was "a sailing 
every day in the week for passengers and goods to 
the Hook of Holland and Rotterdam ; a sailing 
every week-day to Antwerp for passengers and 
goods ; a sailing for goods only, four days a week to 

63 



b, Google 



East Coast 

Scenery. 

Rotterdam ; a sailing for passengers and goods to 
Esbjerg three times a week ; and a sailing for 
passengers and goods to Hamburg twice a week ; 
or a total of twenty-two sailings a week." What 
has been achieved since, the Great Eastern's Con- 
tinental arrangements, as furnished in their bills 
and pamphlets, will testify ; but Sir William Birt's 
memorable paper will always be read with interest, 
for it is exhaustive, and deals in a most interesting 
manner with the Port of Harwich, and what has 
been effected in connection with it from time to 
time. 

Turning to the present arrangements with regard 
to the Continent, it will be seen that steamers 
leave Harwich (Parkeston Quay) daily for the 
Hook of Holland and Rotterdam, Sundays in- 
cluded, and for Antwerp every week-day. It may 
be mentioned for the convenience of travellers that 
passengers can travel on week-days direct to Harwich 
from Scotland vid York and March. Much loss of 
time is saved, and considerable expense also, by this 
arrangement. The fares by the direct route are lower 
than vid London. Restaurant cars and corridor 
carriages, with lavatory accommodation, are provided. 
The steamers leave Parkeston Quay after the arrival 
of the boat trains, about lo o'clock p.m., and reach 
the Hook of Holland, Rotterdam, and Antwerp the 
following morning. Upon arrival on the Continent 
passengers will find express trains, with through 
corridor carriages, which run between the Hook ol 
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Holland and the principal Dutch towns, and North 
and South Germany. The Hague, Amsterdam, and 
other Dutch towns and cities, Berlin, Hamburg (for 
Norway, Denmark, and Sweden), are thus brought 
within convenient reach, and the other North German 
cities ; and Cologne for the Rhine and Soutli 
Germany. It must be thoroughly borne in mind 
that the routes thus indicated are vastly superior 
and more comfortable than any others, and are 
quicker and cheaper. The steamers are powerful 
twin-screw vessels, sail under the British flag, are 
lighted by electricity, and provide most ample and 
even luxurious accommodation, with their dining 
saloons, separate sleeping cabins, smoking and ladies' 
saloons, etc. 

It is not necessary to say more in connection with 
the Great Eastern Railway Company's Continental 
Service. Its general excellence has been acknow- 
ledged upon all sides ; but those who intend visiting 
the Continent in the directions just indicated, would 
do well to write to the Company for the admirably 
illustrated pamphlets which are issued . under its 
auspices. They contain some very serviceable letter- 
press and charming views. Those of Norway are 
especially excellent. 

A picturesque sight, indeed, it is to see the great 
Continental steamers lying alongside Parkeston Quay, 
or proceeding down to Harwich, or crossing to and 
fro the North Sea. Indeed, Harwich, with its quaint, 
old-world streets and houses, and splendid harbour, 
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and two noble rivers, and breezy sea-frontages, will 
take a lot of beating. And then there are the white 
wings of the yachts and the ruddy sails of the fishing- 
boats and barges to add to the picturcsqueness of the 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A summer's day at southwold and 

WALBERSWICK. 

AN empty sky, a world of 
heather." This line from 
one of Miss Jean Ingclow's best- 
known poems, at once occurs to 
us as we leave the quaint little 
station at Walberswick for our 
walk across the Common to the 
village beloved by artists, on our 
way to Southwold ; only on this 
beautiful sunshiny August day, 
after weeks of broken weather, 
the sky is not a cloudless blue 
and empty, but covered, especially 
towards the south-west, with great billowy masses of 
snowy cumulus. But there is "a world of heather" 
around us ; great purple masses which light up the 
whole Common with rich colour, and contrast beauti- 
fully with the green forest of ferns, as yet almost 
untouched with a suggestion of autumnal tints. As 
far as the eye can see the Common stretches in a 
westerly direction, and gently rises southward where 
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it is crowned with Walberswick New Church and the 
ivy-covered ruins of the old structure, picturesque 
objects on the sky line. Away northward, we have 
a broad expanse of marsh-land, intersected with 
dykes, flooded with the recent rains, and studded 
here and there with broad pools, covered with weeds, 
and fringed with tall flowering reeds and bulrushes. 
But even this broad expanse of marsh is relieved in 
the northerly distance, for, as a border land in this 
direction, we have rising woody slopes. Away east- 
ward, you can see the grey green of the sea, and 
on the high ground in a north-easterly direction, 
Southwold, with its white lighthouse and clustering 
houses, and the rich hue of well mellowed red brick 
here and there. 

But we are bound for Walberswick — Walberswick 
the delight of artists, which seems to have been 
transported brick by brick for the last few years into 
our art galleries in town. We glance again across 
the Common, and we cannot help confessing that the 
sight is one of uncommon beauty. Here is a great 
patch of purple bell heather, with its rich colouring, 
and close by great masses of the veritable Scotch 
heather The ferns are breast high, and far away in 
the distance, due west, we see picturesque groups of 
pine-trees. Fancy these firs standing out against a 
splendid sunset ! There is a picture for you at once. 
And imagine the Common in spring with its great 
clumps of gorse in full blossom, and a fleecy blue 
sky overhead, and the larks singing for very joy. 
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Even now there are blotches of yellow here and 
there, for when "gorse is out of blossom, kissing is 
out of fashion." 

But we must away to Walberswick, and our guide 
is a picturesque object, as he strides by our side, in 
his blue jersey. He tells us he has been to the 



Fhoto h P'yitt 3enningi\ A Lane in Summer. Iby sficial permhaj:i- 

station to send his shrimps to town, and we are glad 
to learn that he gets a good price for them. By the 
way, you will have to go very far afield to h^at 
Walberswick and Southwold shrimps in size and 
quality. We team, moreover, that there is plenty of 
excellent sea-fishing to be had in both places, sole; 
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being especially plentiful. The season will soon 
commence, too, for line fisliing for cod and whiting. 
We cross the Common, brushing past the ferns 
:md heather, on the crisp fragrant turf, which 
we suspect, not witliout reason, of harbouring 
mushrooms, and presently reach a narrow country 
lane, bordered on either side with a rich profusion of 
brambles, on which the blackberries will soon ripen ; 
genial Benjamin Kerridge, for that is the name of 
our fisherman companion, meantime discoursing most 
pleasantly of fishing and fungi, and the artists who 
alTect Walberswick at nearly all seasons of the year. 
With regard to the latter, there are, he says, several 
residing in the picturesque little seaside village at the 
present time. As to fungi, Mr. Benjamin Kerridge 
informs us that the visitors soon find out the mush- 
rooms and make merry with them. Being the most 
recent visitors, we discover some as well, and a few 
fairy- ring champignons, which Kerridge tells us he 
discards, but which we assure him are of excellent 
flavour and perfectly wholesome, and would add 
greatly to the quality of his ketchup, of which he is 
the fortunate possessor of some sixty bottles. We 
pass down the lane, sighting the sea in the distance, 
and presently we reach some cottages on the left- 
hand side. In one of these Benjamin Kerridge 
resides, and we take leave of him, fervently hoping 
that he will have a good fishing season for his 
civility. 

We are now in Walberswick, a little disappointed 
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with the cottages as we enter the place ; but 
presently comes tlie picturesque little bit of village 
green, and in another minute we are on the crisp turf 
which fringes the shore. This is the Walberswick 
of our dreams — this is the delightful old-world place 
which we have seen depicted on the walls of so many 
of our art galleries. Here are the veritable rich bits 
of colouring, the darkly-stained boards of the wooden 
houses and red-tiled roofs, ^he picturesquely-painted 
barges and fishing boats, the little old-fashioned 
wooden pier, with the sea dashing against it, the river 
Blyth, with its ferry and broad current, and white- 
winged yachts in the distance; but its waters are 
now at about half-ebb, and running swiftly down to 
the sea, to mingle with the grey-green of the German 
Ocean. Yes, this is really Walberswick, There can 
be no mistake about it. Here are some of the 
artists right in front of us with their easels, and the old 
wooden pier and the fishing boats — there is a smack 
stranded in the Blyth, with a great broad band of rich 
blue on its hull — are being laid under contribution. 
Yes, the artists are here : several of both sexes ; and 
has not Mr. Benjamin Kerridge lately informed us 
that Mr. Stacey Marks was down here for we know 
not how many months? 

But we are digressing, and neglecting our friend 
who accompanies us on this glorious day's excursion. 
Artist himself, he is glancing at the canvasses on the 
easels, and surveying with a critical eye the " putting 
in " of fishing boat and pier. Moreover, he glances 
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around, for he has a capital eye for colour, and a 
true appreciation of natural scenery, and takes in 
everything which is picturesque. But we are bound 
for Southwold, and it is only a little distance away 
on the high ground. We pass over the crisp turf, 
stopping here and there to gather a prime meadow 



The Beach, Southwo 



mushroom, and glancing to our right over the grey- 
green sea, and to our left, over the broad expanse of 
marsh, where the cattle are lazily reclining, and 
backward, where over the ferry, and the little curved 
wooden bridges, picturesque Walberswick stands, 
with its red-tiled roofs, until we reach Southwuld by 
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a gentle ascent. A delightfully breezy place is this 
charming Suffolk seaside resort, almost free as yet 
from all modern devices and abominations. It has a 
picturesque old-world look about it. Pretty villas, 
with balconies, standing in trim lawns, are all around 
us, and a raised terrace overlooking tlie beach and 
sea, which must be a great delight to promenaders. 
The beach belovv is full of fishing smacks and trim 
yachts and pleasure boats, and red-tiled huts, which 
serve as boat-houses, or are associated with some of 
the mysteries of fishing. And here, positively, is a 
battery on the raised terrace, no earthwork con- 
struction, but long, black-looking naked guns, with 
their muzzles pointing seaward. We do not know 
the date of the construction of these formidable- 
looking pieces of artillery, but their muzzles are 
rusty and worn, and we fear if they were used 
there would be more danger to the gunners than the 
invaders. 

We walk along the terraces until we sight more 
common, more furze, more purple heather, more 
green woods. We glance around. Here is every- 
thing a mortal who desires rest, tranquility, and fresh 
air requires — a splendid sea-view, a broad stretch of 
sands and shingle — and some of the most charming 
country in the kingdom round about We are some- 
what reminded of Broadstairs. The white chalky 
cliffs are absent, but there are the same raised 
terraces, the same yellow sands and shingle, the 
same air of quietude and repose ; but as we turn 
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into the town the Hkeness ends. We leave the sea 
frontage and enter the main street. In the garden 
of the corner house there is a splendid collection of 
tall hollyhocks, with their rose and yellow and 
crimson blossoms, and gorgeous sunflowers, and a 
green pear-tree trained against the wall, and pears 
ripening in the red-gold August sunshine. 

We pass down the street ; there are visitors arriving 
from the railway-station, and visitors going away ; but 
of Southwolders or Southwoldians, to the manner 
born, very few indeed, except those who are curiously . 
surveying the visitors from their shop doors, and a 
solitary boy, who is crying "Shrimps!" We turn a 
little aside from the street, and look across another 
bit of common at the church, a very spacious and 
handsome edifice, as, indeed, are all the ecclesias- 
tical structures in the neighbourhood, especially 
Blythburgh church, and presently we find ourselves 
at the little railway-station, which is crowded with 
visitors returning home, with their friends and 
acquaintances who have come to say "Good-bye!" 
It is quite a picturesque sight. Pretty young girls 
in their summer dresses— ^much. virginal white is to 
be seen — with great bunches of purple heather in 
their hands, or gay flower-baskets, or bundles of tall 
bulrushes and grasses. The engine and train are 
what the Yankees would call a "one-horse affair," 
but they are delightful to us by reason of their 
picturesqucness. The carriages are like elongated 
■ tram-cars, with seats on either side, and they 
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are full to overflowing wiili pretty gir!s and children, 
and sun-tanned pnters and maters returning home. 
The whistle sounds, and onward we steam, right 
through the Common and pine woods, with the 
purple heather asserting itself all down the sides 
of the HtfK embankment, and on and on, past 
Walberswick and BIythburgh to Halesworth, and 
onward home. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

COTTAGE GARDENS AND SEA HOLLY AT 
HEACHAM. 

WE shall never forget some cottage gardens at 
Heacham, near Hunstanton, one summer's 
day about the middle of July. We had strolled 
from the latter place, with its grassy lawns, and 
comfortable-looking houses built of rich brown stone, 
along the banks of the Wash, and had found some 
eglantine or sweet-briar in a hedgerow on the borders 
of a yellowing wheat-field, and had sauntered on 
through the pleasant little village, when on its out- 
skirts we came across some old-fashioned cottages, 
in whose gardens 
were the finest blue 
and white Canter- 
bury bells we had 
ever seen. The smi- 
ling cottager invited 
us to enter, and pass- 
ing softly through 
the little sitting- 
room where her 
husband was enjoy- 
Canitrhury BeI's. '"S ^'^ Sunday 
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after-dinner nap, we found ourselves in a beautiful 
cottage garden. The red currants were hanging ripe 
and luscious from the bushes, the white being alnnost 
transparent, and the black, shining and fine and 
large, and emitting a most pleasant and wholesome 
odour; and as for the gooseberries, the branches 
were laden with great long " champagnes," and 
delicious little red and yellow ones with hairy 
bristles, and some ruddier ones of a much larger 
variety. The apples were growing quite large, and 
some Catherine pears were beautifully veined with 
red, yellow, and greenish tints. There was a 
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the back a honeysuckle in blossom clambered, and 
keeping sentinel over the farthest garden patch was 
a green-fruited walnut-tree. 

And oh, the old-fashioned flowers in this beautiful 
cottage garden ! There were red and white roses, 
sweet-williams, " gold-dusted snapdragon," as Matthew 
Arnold calls it in hi-"- — " 
fill poem, "Thrys 
white Madonna ai 
lilies, white and 
clove pinks and 
carnations, lark- 
spurs, pansies, 
violas, mignonette, 
southernwood, 
lavender, nastur- 
tiums, geraniums, 
heliotropes, and 
borders of candy- 
tuft and Virginia- 
stock. But both i 
back and front g; 

the Canterbury bells i-iii'*. 

bore away the bell literally from all competitors. 
We never had seen these beautiful old-fashioned 
flowers so splendid and profuse of blossom. Cool 
indeed they looked under the blazing hot July sun, 
with their pale blues and purples and vii^inal white. 
And there was some sweet-briar, too, scenting the 
garden, and a tortoiseshell cat close by dozing 
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for the feline race are fond of sweet-smelHng 
flowers. 

It was a desecration of the Sabbath perhaps, but 
we whispered to the kindly cottager, and she went 
straightway and cut iis two or three of the flowery 



stems of the Canterbury bells, and we went on our 
way rejoicing from the beautiful cottage garden ; and 
as we had to wait about an hour for the train to 
town, we strolled out on the somewhat desolate beach 
of the Wash as the tide was coming in, and as there 
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were profuse growths of sea-holly in the sand, we 
added a few specimens to our posy, and then the 
train came and bore us away to town, past many 
another beautiful cottage garden full of fruit and 
flowers, and yellowing wheat-fields, and meadows 
where the hay was still lying sweet and fragrant 
under the summer sun and sky. 
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has been [changed during the past score of years. 
We make the little sleepy old town, Rochfordi near 
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the coast, Essex, our starting point, and although it 
now boasts of a railway, it is one of the few places in 
the neighbourhood which have altered little. It is 
much the same as when we passed through its silent, 
deserted streets on a blazing hot summer afternoon 
many years ago. There are the same old-fashioned 
hostelries, the same antiquated-looking shops, with 
' here and there a more modern one, with the latest 
London fashions announced ; the same old market 
square, with a few agricultural implements lying in 
it, and two or three dogs basking in the sunshine. 
The townsfolk, are not so curious as to strangers as 
they were. Many visitors pass through their streets 
day by day, but they seem primitive and countrified 
themselves, as a rule, although some are smarter and 
more dapper than others. 

Delightfully picturesque are many of the old 
houses and the streets. It is quite rtts in urbe. That 
old-fashioned mansion over there is smothered in 
wisteria; a grape vine, with bunches of grapes, trails 
over another ; and over yonder is a beautiful clematis 
Jackmani almost covering the rich red-brick frontage 
of a dwelling-house. And all this is in the very 
heart of the town ; and in the gardens lining the 
streets are splendid sunflowers and gorgeous holly- 
hocks, white Madonna lilies, and a blaze of marigolds 
and nasturtiums. And here is a jessamine-muffled 
cottage, with large white and pink blossoms of 
convolvulus major contrasting with the starry bloom. 
An acacia stands as sentinel over the red-brick 
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almshouses at the bottom of the street, and the 
gardens are all ablaze with summer flowers, and there 
is a pear-tree in really splendid bearing. Sleepy- 
looking indeed is the old town still, with the black- 
berry brambles growing right into this street leading 
to the hall. An old-fashioned wooden guide-post 
near the almhouses indicates Rayleigh in one 
direction, Fambridge in the other. But we are in 



high admiration of this magnificent avenue of elms, 
and passing through a wicket gate we enter a park- 
like enclosure studded with trees, in the centre of 
which there is the church, with its massive red- 
brick tower, and to the right the old hall, with its 
Elizabethan gables and remnants of Tudor archi- 
tecture, where Anne Boleyn is said to have been 
born and lived as a girl. 
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The pleasant grassy old churchyard is doubly 
sweet with the fresh air and scent of flowers, and 
shaded by fine elms, and near at hand is a little 
stream with plentiful willow-herb growing on its 
banks, and creamy meadow-sweet, with its fragrant 
smell. Stretching away for miles are wheat and 
barley fields, with here and there a patch of clover, 
potatoes, turnips, mangolds, or lucerne — well-farmed 
land, and nicely wooded. 

We pass along, and there in the distance towards 
the sea, is the little cottage where we spent a pleasant . 
holiday for a whole summer many years ago, a 
delightful retreat which we discovered during a 
walking tour in Essex, the may still lingering and 
the honeysuckle flowering profusely in the hedge 
which surrounded it when we first took up our abode 
there. The old couple who kept it must be dead 
and gone years ago — honest, God-fearing people, that 
the Board schools had not touched. The old lady, 
however, sadly deficient herself, was proud of her 
husband's scholarship. He made out the weekly bill, 
a literary feat undertaken with much seriousness and 
solemnity on Saturday afternoons after he had 
"cleaned himself," and which seemed to require (for 
the door of our little parlour was sometimes left ajar, 
and we could see him labouring with the pen and 
ink and paper at the kitchen table) much head 
scratching and wrestling of arms and snorting. We 
rarely looked at anything but the totals, although 
the bills were curiosities in their way; but there was 
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one item which always puzzled us — it was "sauce." 
Now, with the exception of a little melted butter 
qr mint sauce, our simple meals were innocent of 
flavouring, and we wondered and wondered and puzzled 
ourselves over this item, until at last its meaning 



was revealed. One Saturday afternoon the old man 
seemed to be more bewildered than ever, and grunted 
and groaned in great travail, and, knowing that the 
door was ajar, he called out, " Mister, dang me, if I 
can recollect what sauce you've had this week." We 
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felt a little embarrassed and replied, "Never mind, 
put down what you like ; there was some melted 
butter and mint sauce." "Ha!" he grunted, "you 
don't know what I mean — sauce is vegetables." 
Truly religious as his wife was, she was not bigoted, 
and took good care of her worldly welfare. One hot, 
sunshiny Sabbath morning, the bees swarmed in the 
hedge on the other side of the hives, and the old 
man, who was reading his Bible before going to 
church, persistently and obstinately refused to gather 
them or allow his wife to do so, and she soundly 
rated him in consequence ; but, as bad luck would 
have it, on the following Sunday morning, when the 
old man was engaged in his Bible studies as before, 
another lot of bees swarmed in the hedge. 

" Be ee goin' to lose another hive of bees, you old 
fool ? " asked his wife, in a fury. 

It was loo much for the old man to bear. A 
comical look came into his eyes, and he whispered 
to us, " The Lord 'ave sent 'em to try me agen, but 
there'll be no peace in this house if I don't hive 'em, 
and He do love and exhort to peace, and I'll do His 
will," and he divested himself of his coat and took 
hold of a hive, and his wife and ourselves followed in 
procession, making sweet music, meanwhile, with an 
old tea-tray and the cottage door-key. The bees 
were safely hived, and the poor old man scratched 
his head more than ever and grunted when he 
returned to his Bible reading. 

A beautiful old place it was, with a garden full of 
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flowers and vegetables and fruit trees, and always 
musical with the humming of bees and the song of 
birds. We enjoyed ourselves thoroughly there, and 
helped with the mead, and in making the gooseberry 
and currant and elder wines, and mushroom and 
walnut ketchup, and other delectable cottage goodies, 



and heard not a whisper of socialistic nonsense the 
whole of the time. Ah! there it is, surrounded by 
trees, as we glance across, with hollyhocks and sun- 
flowers looking over the honeysuckle hedge, and the 
apples and plum trees the poor old man planted in 
splendid bearing. But right and left, and all round 
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about, everything has changed. There to the left is 
Southend, now a handsome corporate town, a splendid 
length of pier, and wonderful panorama of shipping 
passing to and from the port of London, and the 
broad estuary of the Thames right to the Nore dotted 
with the white wings of the yachts and the ruddy 
sails of the fishing boats and barges. You can see 
long terraces of well-built houses in the distance. 
and all the appearances of a thriving town which 
has doubled and trebled and quadrupled itself in 
twenty years, and is still increasing by leaps and 
bounds. Our march to-day is not towards Southend, 
but in the other direction ; but even here, as we pass 
through the cornfields and turn down the grassy 
slopes which lead to Leigh Beach by the Crow Stone, 
what a change we see ! Leigh, once one of the most 
picturesque of villages, has changed almost beyond 
recognition on the high ground. Its pleasant shady 
woods which bordered the coast have been for the 
most part cut down, and the modern villa is every- 
where. Ah! this little strip of beach remains 
unchanged. Here are the old wave-washed piles 
and trunks of trees, and huge stones and boulders, 
and growths of sea-holly and sea-spinach in the 
loose sandy soil, and a few long sharp-pointed 
grasses as on the Brean sand-hills on the far distant 
West coast. Here will we rest for a moment. St. 
Clement's at Leigh stands out boldly on the hill, and 
there are the wooded slopes of Bcnflcet beyond, and 
in front of us Leigh Roads. 
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Across the broad estuary of the Thames there is 
the great fort on the left bank of the Medway, 
Garrison Point, and the Mole in the centre, and the 
strong forts on the Isle of Grain, and beyond them 
great patches of wheat and barley and oats sloping 
down nearly to the water's edge, with a background 
and border lines of bushy elms, which stand out 
dark and sombre against the sky, and here and there 
a green patch of mangold or turnips or potatoes. 
The waters are ever changing. Now we have a fresh 
grey-green sea which reminds us of Hook, and anon 
great broad breadths of sapphire, typical of the late 
Henry Moore's later manner And now, having 
rested, we walk along the coast, with the waves 
lapping against the rough stone breakwater, to Leigh. 
There is plentiful sword-grass and flowering willow- 
herb in the ditch across the railway line, and here 
and there on the strip of grass by the breakwater 
there is a hoary thorn, or wild-rose briar, or clump of 
gorse or broom. " Where is the old Customs boat- 
house ? " we ask of ourselves, as we approach Leigh ; 
and "Where the old inn by the pump and little 
quay ? " Both have disappeared, the latter swallowed 
up by the new railway-station. The tide is at its full 
as we enter Leigh, and the waves are dashing against 
the quay-sides, and the fishing vessels and yachts 
and boats rocking on the waves, and groups of 
fishermen, in their blue jerseys, lounging about, and 
pleasant-looking wives and fisher-girls, with their 
hair blown into their eyes, are busy with the pump 
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and carrying water to and fro, and the young fisher- 
men and fisher-girls to be are making dirt-pies on 
the quay, and there is an all-pervading odour of fish 
and shrimps, and a flood of bright sunshine all round 
about All this is very familiar ground, which we 
will go over by-and-bye. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A SUMMER TRAMP : LEIGH, HADLEIGH, BENFLEET, 
AND CANVEY ISLAND. 

NOT much has changed in the steep little street 
which leads to Leigh church. Here and there 
quite praiseworthy attempts have been made to keep 
pace with the requirements of visitors, but the old 
aspect has not much altered; the metamorphosis has 
taken place higher up. But we miss the old-fashioned 
Post-office, with its smiling garden, where we used to 
call for our letters, for there was no delivery years 
ago at the out-of-the-way cottage where we lodged. 
It has disappeared, and a more modern establishment 
ministers to postal requirements. On the summit of 
the hill, to the left, whence there is a magnificent 
view, the pretty wooden villas, with their delightful 
strips of garden, full of old-fashioned flowers, still 
remain, but as we proceed we find that change upon 
change has taken place, and the beautiful daisied 
meadow by Leigh Hall is now a plot of land in the 
hands of the builders. St. Clement's looms close by, 
its turret and roof in a somewhat dilapidated con- 
dition owing to the lightning of the early summer. 
We glance over the churchyard wall at the grassy 
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graves, and picture to ourselves the sailors in their 
blue jerseys toiling up the hill to the church on the 
Sabbath. Seafaring men are God-fearing as a rule, 
for their lives are full of peril. The old cottages and 
little villas remain on the hill, and the delightful old 
house with its beautiful garden ; but there are rows 
upon rows of new houses and shops, and towards 
Hadleigh on the one side and Prittlewell and South- 
end on the other there are more and more villas and 



Pkola by Chester Vaughm.} Leigh Church, Essex. \Acton. 

plots of ground laid out for building. The Potteries 
remain, and the old-fashioned cottages hard by ; but 
the modern builder is everywhere about. 

We retrace our steps and descend the hill, cross 
the railway, and turn up the narrow main street 
towards Hadleigh. A group of fishermen near the 
crossing look hard at us, as if in recognition ; but the 
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many years have somewhat changed and bearded us, 
and visitors to Leigh are frequent, and we pass along 
almost unheeded. The little street has hardly changed 
at all. It is as narrow and dirty as ever. Here are 
the same old-fashioned shops, the same old taverns 
with their swinging signs, the same boys and girls of 
a younger generation fetching pails and jugs of water 
from the pumps and wells, the same all-pervading 
odour of shrimps and cockles. The fishermen's wives 
.stand gossiping at their doors, some nursing babies, 
others mending nets or clothes or tatting. Now and 
again a woman, open-eyed, recognises us, and whispers 
to a companion, and we nod back with a smile, and 
nearly stumble over a swarm of bare-footed children 
who are playing in the middle of the street. There 
is the little shop where we used to try and get our 
morning paper years ago. "There bain't none come 
to-day, sir," said the girl sometimes: "I shall 'ave 
to speak to 'im about it." Who the mysterious 
personage was who had to be exhorted we do not 
know. The licensing laws, strict in Southend, here 
seem to be rather lax. There appears to be a public- 
house to each score of inhabitants, but there is no 
drunkennes!*, no idle fellows gathered about their 
portals. We glance down a little court ; there is a 
clothes-basket full of shrimps, freshly boiled, standing 
on the stone floor a few yards from the entrance, and 
a good-looking fisherman's wife nursing a baby. We 
ask her to supply us with a few shrimps, and she 
smiles and goes into her cottage and unhitches a 
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stone mug from her dresser, and fills it from the 
basket and empties it into our newspaper. 

At the end of the littie street there is a change — 



Out in iht Fields. 
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several sheds have been erected on the shore for 
cockle boiling, and there are great heaps of shells in 
the vicinity of each hut or shed, and fishermen and 
boys busy in the creek hauling in bags of cockles 
from the rocking boats. Through pleasant fields we 
make our way towards Hadleigh, resting on an old 
elm branch for our feast of shrimps. There is 
plentiful yellow ragwort and flea-bane and knapweed 
and scabious on the grassy uplands, and here and 
there a belated moon-daisy, and the larks are singing 
under the blue sky. The grey ruined towers ot 
Hadleigh Castle loom before us in the distance, and 
we soon find ourselves crossing the fine grassy 
plateau towards them. 

Here is a change indeed ! Oh, Hubert de Burgh, 
if you could only come to life, you would find a 
strange set of invaders on your grassy slopes and 
under your castle walls ! Let no man sneer at the 
Salvation Army. We came to scoff, we remain to 
pray ; at least not to scoff — we hope we know better 
than that, although the " General " is not popular on 
the Leigh foreshore, and has certainly rendered him- 
self a bit obnoxious, and has been defeated by the 
yachtsmen. But honour to whom honour is due. 
Look ! the whole face of the country has been 
changed. All those erstwhile almost barren slopes, 
hundreds of acres in extent, are now smiling fruit 
gardens. Who has done all this? Who, indeed? 
Why, the poor fellows of the colony, the veriest of 
outcasts, who, as we learn presently, have given 
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hardly any trouble whilst they have been working in 
the open air, with the certainty of good and whole- 
some food and comfortable shelter when their day's 
toil is ended. There they are, some three or four 
hundred of them, all good men and true, honest and 
diligent workers, "Is 'General' Booth imbued with 
Ruskinism ? " we ask ourselves as we glance across 
the fruitful slopes. A passage from the "Modern 
Painters " immediately occurs to us. Here it is. It 
will bear repeating — " And all real and wholesome 
enjoyments possible to man, have been just as 
possible to him, since he was first made of the dust 
of the earth, as they are now, and they are possible 
to him chiefly in peace. To watch the corn grow, 
and the blossom set; to draw hard breath over 
ploughshare or spade ; to read, to think, to hope, to 
pray, these are things which make men happy ; they 
always have had the power of doing these ; they 
never will have the power to do more. The world's 
prosperity or adversity depends upon our knowing 
and teaching these few things." 

We leave the colony with a much better opinion of 
our fellow men, but there is something more in store 
for us this glorious summer afternoon, with the 
delicious breezes playing about us and the white 
wings of the yachts in the distance. We know the 
way well ; let us pass along this little lane to the 
village, and past the woods where we have often 
gone nutting, and down the hill to South Benfleet 
Another grassy graveyard, shaded by trees, even 



by Google 



b, Google 



East Coast 

Scenery. 

more effectually shaded from the sun than that of 
Rochford, and flowers are growing over the green 
barrows of the dead and floral crosses and wreaths 
withering on the freshly-turned mould. Forty-three 
years ago this little graveyard \vas a busy place. 
The population of South Benfleet is about seven 
hundred persons nowadays ; it was less four decades 
ago, but in one brief month forty poor persons were 
buried in this little churchyard, in 1S54, when the 
line was making to Southend. Let us read what 
this little brass tablet inside the church says. As we 
read it our blood is stirred as with old wine, and a 
mist comes over our eyes. The little brass tablet 
tells us that during the terrible cholera epidemic of 
1854, when forty persons died in the little village In 
one month, the vicar, the Rev. Aubone Cooke, rested 
neither night nor day, but heroically ministered to 
and tended the sick and dying, and that one poor 
fellow who was stricken by the roadside was taken 
charge of by him and carried to his house and 
nursed. The noble -hearted vicar passed through 
this terrible ordeal unscathed, but afterwards took a 
fever on Canvey Island in attending a sick person, 
and died. We read this touching record, with the 
green leaves rustling in the churchyard close by as 
an accompaniment. 

Canvey Island is only divided by a broad creek 

from South Benfleet. We cross the ferry and chat to 

the ferryman, a civil old fellow, who tells us that 

Canvey has not much changed for the better or 
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worse. We are soon tramping along the hard, 
dusty, winding road. We can almost imagine our- 
selves walking across the marsh between Brean and 
South Brent, on the West 
Coast. Before us, on the 
flat, marshy land, are iso- 
lated farmhouses and out- 
buildings, surrounded by 
groups of trees, and cattle 
and sheep grazing in the 
pastures, and geese and 
ducks and fowls in the 
farmyards. A smile comes 
to our lipa Never shall 
we foi^et our first visit to 
the island. It was an in- 
tensely close, hot day in 
July,and shortlyafter cross- 
ing the creek the thunder 
began to roar and the lightn 
and great drops of rain to fall 
lightly clad, and looked about 
There was only a solitary ha 
a hundred yards away. Th( 
coming from the south-wes 
storm travelling at a great 
sea. We hurried at racing 
lo and behold ! there on the lee sioe, 
snugly ensconced on some soft hay she hau pulled 
from the rick, was Lizzie Dempster (only that was 
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not quite her name) of Leigh. Lizzie was a slip 
of a girl of about seventeen or eighteen years of age, 
of -Egyptian tan, dark-eyed and gipsy-like in appear- 
ance, with elfin locks, and short skirts and bare feet. 
She had come over to Canvey to sell her shrimps, 
as she often did, and there was her shallow basket at 
her side full of some deliciously fine and fresh-boiled 
ones. It was " Hobson's choice ; " the rick or nothing, 
and Lizzie grasped the situation in a moment, and 
made a little cushion of soft hay, and down we 
squatted beside her, whilst she courteously and 
modestly made room, and there in the shelter of the 
rick we chatted and laughed and ate shrimps until 
that terrible storm with its vivid flashes of lightning 
and deafening peals of thunder, passed, and the sky 
cleared, and Lizzie jumped up in her short skirts 
and gracefully poised her shrimp basket on her 
elfin locks and proceeded on her way to Canvey 
and the " Lobster Smack " to sell what remained 
of her shrimps. A good long tramp for her, . 
poor girl ! from Leigh, for it is, as she said, 
" three good miles to the ferry at South Benfleet, 
and three miles all but five chains to the 'Lobster 
Smack,' across Canvey. And if it hadn't been for 
that rick," continued poor Lizzie, glancing at the 
haystack gratefully, and somewhat apologetically at 
her short skirts, " I shouldn't have had a dry thread 
on me, and I should have been pretty nigh frightened 
to death if it hadn't been for your company. Don't 
you be so rude as to ask me agen if ever we boils our 
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shrimps twice. We boils 'em with a double dose of 
salt on Saturdays to keep 'em Tresh over Sundays, for 
we and the fishermen and all do go to charch on the 
• Sabbath, and that's more 
than you heathenish Lon- 
doners do." And casting 
this Parthian arrow at us, 
Lizzie gracefully hitched 
up her skirts with one 
hand and clutched at her 
basket with the other, and 
went on her way carolling 
to Canvey. 

The island has changed 
Boiling Cockles. a littig^ and certainly for 

the better ; a good supply of water has been pro- 
vided — a handsome well or pump with a thatch over 
it, and the little graveyard 
is trim and well kept. A 
few old Dutch houses stUl 
remain, circular in shape, 
with the chimneys orna- 
mented with mussel and 
cockle shells ; the marsh 
seems well farmed, and 
there are plenty of hares* 
and rabbits and partridges 
and wild - fowl in the 
season. The crops are 

mostly wheat, barley, ^ p«p from the omc windo*. 
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peas, and potatoes ; there is not, we believe, as much 
grazing land as formerly. Some fairly good hay was 
being made whilst we were there, and the haymakers 
were so pleased to see strangers on their island that 
they waved their caps and bonnets to us. The wheat 
was yellowing nicely, and the mangolds, although 
there had not been much rain for nearly six weeks, 
looked well. The road winds and winds to Canvey, 
where there is a little church and school-house and 
a tiny hostelry, which rejoices in the name of " The 
Cow," an animal that Mr. Sydney Cooper, R.A., 
would have shuddered at, as depicted on the sign ; 
but Canvey, as yet, boasts no School of Art. Trim 
gardens, with plenty of tall hollyhocks and white 
Madonna hiies in them, are to be seen, and as for 
the wild flora, so far as we can observe, it consists 
of white and yellow bedstraw, woody nightshade, 
poppies, cinquefoii, red and white clover, scabious, 
bindweed, thistles, knapweed, and bramble blossom. 
And a few wild roses had blown on the briars by the 
roadside, and there had been some blackthorn blossom 
and may in the bushes which lined the ditches, in 
which there were plentiful rushes and sword-grass.. 
The sea-wall at the end of the island is a good piece 
of work, and from it you can watch the shipping 
passing to and from the port of London, The old- 
fashioned hostelry is sheltered by quite a grove of 
elder bushes, the cottages of the Custom-house 
oflicers look trim and neat, and the gardens well kept 
We renew our acquaintance with Hole Haven, which 
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has been immortalised in song, and bestow a glance 
or two on the Dutch eel-boats and dynamite barges, 
and then retrace our steps to the ferry, where we find 
the old man waiting for us. 

The train rapidly takes us to Southend, where 
change upon change is to be seen ; but here on the 
outskirts of the town, with a well-ordered garden to 
look out upon, and a beautiful profusion of flowers, 
we are close to an old homestead. The farmhouse 
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stands embowered in trees, with a pool shaded with 
willows and ashes and elms, and substantial ranges of 
outbuildings and cattle sheds and horse-boxes, and 
just over the stile there is a man pitching shocks of 
corn from a wagon, which are dexterously caught by 
another man on a hay-fork, and they are just com- 
mencing to make a new rick ; and across the stubble 
there is a field full of sheaves, and beyond, the blue 
sea to the Nore, and inland, the tapering spire at 
Southchurch embowered in trees. Little has changed 
in this direction in a score of years, but the fiat has 
gone forth, and hundreds of acres of Southchurch are 
to be absorbed by the neighbouring town, and soon 
the builder will be sure to come this way. Let us 
glance at the peaceful little village once more. 
There is the cheval blanc on the sign of the little 
old-fashioned hostelry, a fine attempt by some local 
artist, but just, perhaps, a little hard and tinny as 
to colour and manipulation ; and just beyond is the 
peaceful old churchyard, with the rectory reposing by 
the side of it, and the little delightful old Post-office 
just opposite, overhung by a walnut tree, and with 
old-fashioned dahlias flowering in its garden, with a 
courteous, smiling, fair-haired young post-mistress to 
assure us that it is really a postal establishment. The 
little graveyard is full of grassy graves, and close 
by, near the school-house, there is a path which leads 
through fields to the sea beach, whence you can 
reach Shoeburyness, where the big guns are now 
silent. 
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CHAPTER X. 

WILD ROSES AND HONEYSUCKLE AT SOUTIICHURCH, 
NEAR SOUTHEND. 

THERE are few more beautiful lanes at Mid-, 
summer than those round about Southchurch, 
the pleasant Httle village, with the tapering white 
church spire and old-fashioned cottages, to the north- 
east of Southend. The wild roses are particularly 
lovely and profuse there, and in many of the hedge- 
rows there are fragrant growths of honeysuckle. 
This evening, a day or so before Midsummer-day, 
these lanes are seen quite at their best. On each 
side of the way, the wild-roses are in beautiful 
blossom in the tall, bushy hedgerows, and there are 
plentiful buds as well as abundant flowers. By the 
way, always gather wild-rose buds instead of fully 
developed roses ; the latter soon drop to pieces when 
put into water, whilst the former open their petals 
and last for some time in a cool room. 

We have caught glimpses of the sea and the white- 
winged yachts out by the Nore before entering the 
lanes, but now we are in them they are quite a 
sufficient delight, bordered as they are here and there 
with strips of grass. If we peep through the thick 
hedgerows we shall see the green wheat and barley 
lo; 
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and oats waving in the summer breeze, and smell the 
fragrance of the hay which is lying in cocks and 
ridges in the meadows. There are plentiful poppies, 
too, amongst the green corn, but the wild-roses and 
honeysuckle now engaj 
attention most, and m; 
fall into raptures of c 
Here are some roses, \ 
white in colour, with 
stamens, and the buds ai 
white also, or, perhapi 
tinged with pink. Over 
yonder, in the opposite 
hedgerow, there are 
some wild - roses of 
another variety, a beau- 
tiful blush colour, and ' 
here is one almost a 
deep rose red. How 
the long trailers of the 
bushes sway in the sumn 
breeze ! How sweet a 
delicate the fragrance 
these wild -roses! A 
now we get a whifl" 
the delicious woodbine 
honeysuckle. These flo 
delights will presently 

over, but there are others a spmy of wud roks, 

to follow, and the hedgerows will be snowy with the 
1 08 
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Wild Roses and Honeysuckle 

at Southchurch. 

wild clematis and great white convolvuluses and 
lesser-bindweed with its delicate pink and white, 
and the profuse growths of the cornel or d(^jwood ; 



and in the moister places and ditches there will be 
the tall growths of the greater willow-herb and the 
fragrant meadow-sweet, and the strips of grass will 
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be brrghtened with the yellow starry flowerets of the 
ragwort and the golden St John's wort and flea-bane., 
• But this beautiful Midsummer evening, when every- 
thing is so sweet and fresh, there is no suggestion of 
the later summer and autumn. . The thrush is singing 
his vespers on yonder elm, the blackbird fluting in 
the distance, and the skylark singing over the green 
corn. All, too, is calm and peaceful. The holiday 
people have not penetrated here ; we are almost 
alone with the wild-roses and honeysuckle and birds. 
Here and there we pass an old-fashioned farmhouse 
with its barns and stack-yard and outbuildings, or 
catch a glimpse of one in the distance across the fields. 
Let us halt for a moment. They are cutting the grass. 
How sweet and refreshing is the smell mingled as it 
is with the scent of the wild-roses, honeysuckle, and 
clover 1 The sun sinks down in glory. It will be 
fine again to-morrow, and as the evening star peeps 
out we retrace our steps and pass through the little 
village, under "the dreaming garden trees," and so 
on, through more green corn and forests of scarlet 
poppies to our home near this old-fashioned farmhouse 
embowered in trees, and in the sight of the sea, deep 
violet and lavender in the twilight. 
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CHAPTER XL 

WALBERSWICK RE-VISITED. 

TO-DAY, as we re-visit Walberswick, we see it 
almost at its best. At its very best (we may 
be wrong) you must wait for a grey October day, 
with a wild sou'-wester blowing. Then you will be 
inclined to rave over these numerous muddy water- 
courses which traverse the salt marsh, and the huge 
breakers breaking in white showers and flakes of 
foam by the mouth of the Blyth, and the black- 
boarded cottages with their red tiles standing out 
against the grey sky, and the swaying trees showering 
their leaves on the plots of village green, and the 
great gulls with their flapping wings coming up the 
river towards Blythburgh. And, perhaps, as you 
pass through Walberswick, with the hollyhocks and 
sunflowers, wrecks and ruins in the cottage gardens, 
hanging their rain-bedraggled and bespattered heads, 
and the last roses rocking against the eaves, you will 
see, as you reach the common, a lurid sunset, with 
dark groups of firs standing out against the flaming 
sky, and all the common a stretch of russet bracken, 
relieved here and there with vivid fresh greens. 
Then, if you be an artist, you will accept Walberswick 
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at its full. The water-courses on the salt-marsh are 
etherialised by the lurid sunset ; there is all the deep 
pathos of the dying year investing this far-reaching 
common, with belated seagulls flying overhead, a 
strong south-westerly breeze blowing, and the firs 
restlessly swaying in the distance, and the willows 
whitening in the wind. Unconsciously Shelley's most 
beautiful " Ode to the West Wind " will rise to your 
lips — 

" O wild west wind, thou breath of autumn's being." 

But to-day is only the last week in August. There 
has been heavy rain and wind in the night, but there 
is brilliant sunshine this morning, everything is in 
high tone, and there is a deliciously fresh and cool 
breeze blowing, as we descend the grassy slope from 
Southwold towards Walberswick. The waters of the 
Blyth are fresh and green, and sparkling in the 
sunshine; the red tiles on the black-boarded cottages 
aud outbuildings are rich and vivid in colour ; dazzling 
and white are the sails of the yacht sailing up the 
reach towards BIythburgh, and the white foam is 
flashing at the mouth of the river. A glorious 
morning indeed, and already here are some lady 
artists at work by the water- courses, and others 
coming over in the ferry boat with their easels and 
paint boxes. Now and again you come across people 
you have met at the Private Views, and, at luncheon 
time, some fifteen or twenty ladies and gentlemen 
of the same ilk crowd into a little restaurant at 



by Google 



Walberswick 

Re-visited. • 

Southwold and discuss a simple meal of hot roast 
sirloin and French beans and potatoes from the 
garden, and drink "ginger pop" in quite a primitive 
kind of way. We cross the ferry, not in the hideous 
machine, but in the more orthodox and old-fashioned 
way by the boat, and stroll across the green to the 
village ; thence on to the skirts of another picturesque 
green, bordered with houses, and so past several 
delightful old-fashioned cottages and farmhouses to 
the road to the common and the churchyard. In 






some of the cottages we hear the sound of mandolines 
and pianofortes discoursing good music, and through 
the latticed panes we observe many evidences of 
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refinement. In the churchyard there are many grassy 
graves and old tombstones, but a new church has 
replaced the old, the ruins of which, ovet^rown with 
ivy, are in a corner of the graveyard. Two ladies, 
who have been gathering purple heather on the 
common, are resting by the church door, which is 
locked, but they kindly tell us that we can get the 
keys for the asking at a cottage close by. But we 
have not much time to spare, and as we have seen 
the fine old interior before, we make our way to the 
common. 

By the side of the road, to our left, and greatly 
to our surprise, we see several acres of Indian com, 
tall and handsome, and tasselled, and we wonder if 
it be in ear, and we cross over to see, but of course 
it is not ; and we marvel at its appearance in such a 
place, when up comes a whistling waggoner with his 
loaded wain, who tells us that horses are very fond 
of the green maize, and it is grown for their behoof. 
Purple heather, groups of firs in the distance, waving 
woods to our left, thickets of thorns with ruddy 
berries, brambles with red, green, and ripe fruit, wild 
clematis, and dog-rose briars covered with scarlet 
heps, and here and there a great clump of gorse in 
bright yellow blossom — all these make the wide 
stretch of common delightful ; and now and again 
out pops a rabbit from his burrow, or a skylark rises, 
or there is a loud whirr of wings and a covey of 
partridges fly away to the shelter of the turnips over 
yonder. The bees are busy everywhere with the 
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purple bell-heather. A kestrel Is poising over the 
common in the distance, and as we approach the 
wood we hear the chattering of the jays. A cock 
pheasant in beautiful plumage swiftly hurries away 
into the thicker cover, and to the right, in a branching 
oak tree, is a squirrel cracking a nut, which has most 
probably fallen from a cluster in the hazel bushes 
close by. The fragrance of the pines is delicious, 
and so is the scent of this aftermath of -white clover. 

There is no mistake about Walberswick now. 
That slope is purple with heather, and yellow with 
gorse ; to the left of it, in the valley, is a long broad 
stretch of shallow water, full of bulrushes and reeds 
and sword grass, and meadow-sweet ar>d willow-herb. 
It stretches for nearly a mile right towards the sea. 
It is beautiful now ; quite a summer glory. But the 
frosts will come, and the winds sough, sough in the 
woods close by, and the reeds and rushes will turn 
brown and drab, and whistle in the breeze, and there 
will be grey skies overhead, with here and there just 
a glimpse of cold steel blue, and glints of a white and 
sickly sun, and the plover will whistle, and the gulls 
fly in from the sea and flap their wings under the 
grey sky, the bracken be a deeper russet than ever, 
and the groups of firs dark and sombre against the 
threatening sky. An inexpressible pathos -will be 
over all, and the artists will still be there to feel it 
and express it But there is a sapphire sea in the 
distance now, and the sparkle of summer waves, and 
the sun is hot and bright. 
IIS 
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As we ret race 
our steps we see 
that the grapes 
are ripening on 
the vines with 
which some of 
the little red- 
brick cottages 
are trellised, 
but the glory 
of some of the 
sunflowers and 
hollyhocks is 
already pasti 
There are no- 
table person- 
ages in the 
village now. 
There on a 
bench under 
the trees by the 
village green is 
a well - known 
artist, with his 
wife and child, 
discussing the 
arrangements 
for a picnic ; 
and over yon- ,„««.= 
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abstracted mood, oblivious of everything cU'ound him, 
but smiling and muttering as though he were reciting 
some Imes from Theocritus or Aristophanes to himself, 
is one of the ripest scholars in England. He has 
been taking a long and well-earned holiday, for he 
is bronzed with the sun, and he evidently approves of 
Walberswick. We pursue Our course. What has 
become of the ferryman ? Perhaps Charon has gone 
to his dinner. Anyhow, there is nothing for it but to 
cross by the hideous machine. It is a huge structure, 
with accommodation for man and beast, and there 
are already waiting to cross over, with their horses 
champing their bits and restlessly stamping their 
hoofs on the ferry -conveyance floor, two young 
equestrians — a pretty and graceful young lady, with 
her closely -fitting habit, and her good-looking, fresh- 
complexioned attendant squire. We cross over 
safely, and bestow an obolus on the ferry conductor, 
and make our way to Southwold along the grassy 
sea wall. Artists, male and female, are sitting about 
in all directions. The back waters on the salt marsh 
have a great charm for them. 

As we have come across the marsh by the cottages 
we have noticed how beautiful are the red-tiled roofs 
in this brilliant sunshine. Here and there they are 
encrusted with golden moss or bespattered with 
splashes of tar, which gleam like silver in the sun. 
There is some sea-lavender on the edge of the 
salt marsh, and that young lady has got it in 
very nicely indeed — a beautiful little splash of 
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mauve, with here and there a suspicion of blue or 
purple. 

But we must not linger. We have to lunch, to 
catch (or try to catch) perch in the fresher waters of 
the BIyth at Wenhaston, to hurry on afterwards to 
catch the express at Halesworth, and to dine at 
Yarmouth. But it is all very possible this beautiful, 
but not very long, summer's day, for it is sundown 



somewhere about seven pm. We lunch, and shortly 
after two o'clock find ourselves in one of the long, 
narrow carriages of the miniature train which takes 
you to Wenhaston and Halesworth, through the 
common with purple heather and yellow gorse 
glowing on each side of you nearly all the way. 
Several visitors are leaving by the train, and have 
bouquets of flowers in their hands, or are armed with 
tall sheaves of bulrushes, just as in the old days when 
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we were here before. A pleasant, sociable company, 
indeed, and everybody seems more or less pleased 
with their holiday. There is a good-looking, good- 
tempered military man in the comer, rattling away 
like fun to the handsome, buxom lady sitting by his 
side. He does not seem to care in the least what he 
says or who hears. He has been in India, and he is 
going up to the War Office to have an interview with 
some of the chiefs, and he hits off" their peculiarities, 
and makes everybody laugh, and then he discusses 
— a little too freely, perhaps, but it is all very 
amusing — the young lady visitors at Southwold. 
" Ah," he says, with a merry gleam in his eyes, " a 
daughter of the gods, divinely tall and most divinely 
fair," and then he calls another " a starchy old maid," 
at which two spinsters of doubtful age in the opposite 

corner bridle up, and then he says " Nellie G is 

a nice-looking girl, but a little leggy perhaps, Uke a 
young sparrow." The young ladies in the carriage 
look defiantly at this impudent sabreur, but eventu- 
ally burst out laughing, and so do we all, and he 
rattles away until we reach Wenhaston, where we 
alight to slaughter the perch. 

The perch, alas I will not be slaughtered, and as 
we have caught next to nothing, we put the joints of 
our rod together, and leave the banks of the stream, 
for we know that there is tea to be had in that 
beautiful little cottage over yonder, and that there is 
just time to partake of it before the train comes to 
take us to Halesworth at something to six p.m. A 
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snowy table-cloth, fragrant tea,, cream, and delicious 
bread and butter, the bread made of new wheat and 
really tasting 
of it, and the 
cottage door 
open, and the 
well • laden 
branches o f 
an apple-tree 
swaying in the 
breeze before 
us ; the bees 
humming in 
the flower 
borders, and 
the butterflies 
flitting about 
— all this is 
delightful in- 
deed. Then 
we hear the 
r idiculo u s 
little engine 
snorting and 
panting, and 
up comes the 
train, and the 
little engine, 
emulous o f 
„ „. the two great 
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engines of the express on the main line, makes a 
brave and frantic effort, and we are taken into 
Halesworth, and join the express, which whirls us 
into Yarmouth in less than no time, and by seven 
o'clock, or very shortly afterwards, we are sitting 
down to dinner in our hotel. 

It is a beautifully clear evening, with a starlit sky, 
and a fresh breeze blowing, but it is not too chilly to 
sit on the sea frontage and listen to the band. It is 
almost as bright as day. The electric light illumines 
the long and broad stretch of sea frontage ; over by 
the row of houses and shops and hotels is a brilliant 
illumination also, and hundreds of visitors are sitting 
about discussing al fresco refreshments, and on the 
sands are brilliantly-illuminated "rings," in which the 
itggers are amusing their audiences. Over against 
the beach, in the distance, is the high Eiffel Tower, 
also illuminated. There seems to be a blaze of light 
everywhere. The scene is most gay, animated, and 
fairylike. Bevies of pretty girls trip past in virginal 
whitCj with scarlet bands round their straw hats, and 
long neckties of the same colour. Laughing and 
coquettish are they, and there are many matrons of 
more serious mien, with troops of fractious children 
not yet in bed. Paterfamilias smokes his cigar 
tranquilly, and discusses the affairs of the nation or 
the last cricket match with some casual acquaintance 
who has taken a seat by him, and the band of the 
West Suffolk regiment commences a spirited selection 
from " Carmen," and then we have some delightful 
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waltz music. Ah ! which is best for us ? It is 
hard to decide. Walberswick Common, with Its 
purple heather and yellow gorse, and short, crisp 
turf, and peaceful red-brick cottages, and almost 
solitary beach, upon which the white surf is now 
breaking, rises up before us. It is getting on for ten 
o'clock, and we walk back to our hotel with the 
waltz from " Faust " ringing in our ears, but peaceful, 
beautiful Walberswick rests and gladdens our eyes 
as a memory all the time. 
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stretches a beautifully-wooded and smiling country. 
A grey church tower rises up here and there, and 
on some of the wooded knolls there are substantial 
farmhouses and a country seat or two. Over towards 
the north-east is the old square grey church tower of 
Canewdon. Here, where we stand, was, a few years 
ago, a remote part of Essex ; but it has been opened 
up by the rail, and tourists are beginning to find their 
way to it, and the modern builders are already 
prospecting. The village is pretty, and stretches for 
a long distance uphill on the skirts of the woods. 
There are a ruined spa, a good-sized hotel, a few 
shops, and several picturesque wooden and red- 
brick cottages, with flowers and fruit trees in their 
gardens ; but this does not include the whole of the 
village. 

Still, we need not proceed further than the top of 
the hill, for we are bound for the woods and hedge- 
rows. As we plod on, with the children by our side 
(you should never dream of going nutting or black- 
berrying without children), we notice that the apple 
trees are in full bearing and some of the branches 
borne down with fruit There are bee-hives in. some 
of the gardens, with hollyhocks and sunflowers nod- 
ding over them, and here, nailed to a cherry-tree, 
is a board which bears the legend, " Honey in the 
comb for sale, or on the run," Perhaps the wording 
is a little different, but the substance is the same. 
The villagers are friendly, and greet and salute us 
civilly as we pass by, and wc presently reach the top 
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of the hill, frorfi yvhich there is a magnificent view 
across a beautifully wooded country towards Wood- 
ham Ferrers and Stow Maries, with the high ridge of 
the Crouch in the distance to the north-east Having 
made this exploration, and taken note of the little 
old-fashioned post-ofRce, with its wooden flapper to 
the box to protect the immense correspondence, we 
enter a grassy drove near the hotel, and soon find 
ourselves on the skirts of the woods on the uplands. 
Unfortunately, it has been showery, and the stubble 
and grass are rather wet, and the nut bushes, as we 
pull them down with our crook-stick, cause a perfect 
shower of raindrops to fall ; but we are undaunted. 
Wordsworth's fine poem on "Nutting" rises to our 
memory, and our ravages amongst the hazels are 
similar to what the famous Lake Poet describes. The. 
children are in a high state of excitement They are 
both fresh from school, and the eldest of the two 
has been greatly exercising her mind recently in 
describing the Ancient Britons of the Roman period 
in a really very commendable little essay, and it 
occurs to us that it is not at all impossible that 
some of our forefathers might have inhabited these 
very Hockley Woods, for there are plenteous oaks in 
them still, and the Druids would most probably find 
abundant mistletoe in their recesses. But at present 
she is far more concerned as to what the hazel bushes 
bear, and she rends them tooth and nail, and gathers 
cluster after cluster of nuts, the glistening raindrops 
from the boughs re-christening her at every fresh 
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onslaught. Nor is her little sister idle. She, too, is busy 
among the nuts and blackberries, but it is necessary 
to be careful, for the stubble is wet, and she is of 
more delicate frame ; however she is well chaperoned 
by a kindly lady, some two or three decades older, 
who takes good care that she does not come to 
harm. 

There are great surprises in store for us as we 
proceed down the hedgerows, gay with yellow rag- 
wort and flea-bane, and pink willow-herb, and beautiful 
with the wild clematis and large white convolvuluses, 
or "night-caps" as children call them, and with the 
fragrant agrimony and golden St. John's wort at our 
feet. There are great surprises in store for us, we 
repeat. Here on the edge of the wood, dotting the 
crisp turf, are a dozen or so prime meadow mush- 
rooms, and over yonder and yonder two other 
goodly clusters. We are embarrassed with riches, 
but fortunately the happy idea occurs to us of making 
one of our umbrellas a receptabJe for some of our 
spoils, reserving the baskets for blackberries and 
mushrooms ; so we empty our nuts into it, and the 
umbrella soon assumes Gampish proportions. The 
sky has cleared now, and it is a beautiful evening. 
There is no need to enter the leafy woods — there are 
plenty of nuts on the outskirts. The boughs swish on 
every side ; now and again there is a cracking and 
snapping, but, as a rule, we are very tender of the 
branches, and only rifle them of their nut.s. More 
mushrooms and still more mushrooms fall to our 
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lot They are a prime sort {Agaricus campestris), with 
pink gills and glistening stools, but rather wet and 
sodden. But they go into the basket, and so do 
more and more luscious blackberries ; and then we 
ascend the stubble, flushing a covey of partridges on 
our way, and we cry " Mark ! " and the children, and, 
in fact, all of us, are in a high state of excitement, 
and mark the partridges down into some turnips 
towards the south-west. Then an impudent little 
rabbit comes out and stares at us, and over in the 
distance two magpies are flying away. They are 
on our right hand, so that is very lucky, and the 
children are delighted. We examine our spoils. 
We have really a nice lot of nuts, some splendid 
blackberries, and a good sprinkling of mushrooms. 
The umbrella has assumed such Gampish proportions 
that we almost feel ashamed, but honi soil, etc, and 
we proceed on our way laughing. 

All of a sudden we find ourselves in another little 
village — not an unusual experience when you are 
nutting in the neighbourhood of woods — and we hear 
that it rejoices in the name of Hawkwell. Kestrels 
and sparrow-hawks have a fine time there on the 
edge of the wood, hence, perhaps, the name. There 
is a splendid view from the top of the village, but 
the little shop is unfortunately closed, as it is early 
closing-day, and our buns and fruit and ginger-beer 
have proved insufiicient ; but we forage about, and 
add some biscuits to our commissariat, and return to 
Hockley along the grassy ways on the skirts of the 
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beautiful woods. Lovely indeed is the evening, with" 
clear skies, and pure, fresh air, and sweet-smelling 
honeysuckle in the woods and hedgerows, and we 
proceed to the rail way -station rejoicing. 

Mrs. Chaperone and ourselves have had previous 
experience of Hockley, and as we were somewhat 
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curious about the "Spa," as well as delighted with 
the beauty of the village and its surroundings, we 
were greatly interested to hear what one of the old 
cottagers had to say. A most intelligent and voluble 
old lady she was, and she delivered herself thus, 
as we stood in the road outside her little cottage 
with its smiling garden, the ducks quacking in 
chorus, and a young cockerel crowing approval, and 
strutting about proudly, as she descanted on the 
grandeur of the company-promoter of half-a-century 
ago:— 

"A grand genelman come down from Lunnon," 
she said, with glistening eyes, " about fifty year ago, 
when I was a girl, and discovered a mineral spring, 
and started what they do call a company, and people 
took shares, and put their money into ut, and they 
built what they do call a' Spar' (there 'tis down the 
lane) and a big hotel (there 'tis up the lane), and 
grand ladies and genelmen came from all parts and 
drank the waters, and they had balls and parties and 
concerts and what not, and picnics in the woods, and 
Hockley- in -the- Hole " (that is really its right style 
and title) " thought 'twas going to be one of the 
grandest places in the universe, and all this went on 
for some time, but it didn't answer, and bimeby the 
' Spar' was shut up, and there was no concerts at the 
hotel, and the grand genelman from Lunnon who 
started the company seemed to fight shy of the 
place, and poor Hockley settled down again as quiet 
as ever," 

129 1 



by Google 



East Coast 

Scenery. 

" And the shareholders ? " we asked, rather 
dubiously and delicately. 

" Ah ! the shareholders, zur. They lost all their 
money, every man Jack of 'em, and the company 
went into liquefaction, as they calls it, and after- 
wards, so I've heard, got into the lawyers' hands, 
and, saving your presence, zur, if you baint a lawyer 
yourself — " 

But here we interjected a few pleasant remarks 
not to hear the old lady's eulogy of the l^al 
profession. 

"And had the mineral spring any medicinal 
virtues?" we asked, darting off at a tangent. 

" Oh, yes, zur," replied the old lady, " it was what 
they do call an appleperient one." 

And then she commenced to describe the grand 
company-promoter from London and some of the 
fine ladies, and her vivid word- portraiture would 
have done credit to the late Thomas Carlyle, " That 
is the 'Spar,'" she said again, pointing rather con- 
temptuously down the lane. " 'Tis rather 'lapidated 
now, as they calls it, and they didn't know igsackly 
what to do wi* ut, so the Baptists had it fust, and 
then the Wesleyans, and then the Peculiars (they 
'ave fallen off terrible, the Peculiars 'ave), and then 
the Salvationists, but 'tis shut up now." 

There was the doomed building down the lane, a 

dirty, pretentious-looking structure of dull yellow 

stone, with tawdry ornament and sham Ionic columns, 

just the sort of showy edifice a rather sanguine 
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company- promoter or managing director would cause 
to be erected for the delectation and satisfaction of 
his shareholders. There was a padlock affixed 
to the door, and a parochial notice pasted on one 
of the panels. Reflecting on the past glories of 
the poor old Spa and the mineral spring, some 
lines from" Ben Bolt," made popular again by the 
late Mr. George du Maurier in "Trilby," instantly 
rose to our lips, and we repeated, with a slight 
difference — 

"The Spa has gone to decay, Ben Bolt, 
And the sunny little brook is now dry," 

'We left the old lady with high admiration of her 
powers It is really wonderful what gifts of vivid 
word-portraiture these old village dames possess. 
Everything seems to pass before you as in a panorama 
as they proceed with their descriptions, and many of 
them have true dramatic power. You see it all in 
your mind's eye. The old lady's husband sat just 
inside the cottage door, meekly, humbly, quietly 
acquiescent, only now and again casting an admoni- 
tory and threatening glance at the ducks and young 
cockerel when they were too demonstrative. The 
latter evidently knew all about it, for he stretched 
out his neck, and exalted his head, and shook his 
feathers, and hoarsely crowed approval more than 
once, and pecked and scratched in a high state of 
delight As we passed up the lane towards the 
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woods we also saw the hotel, a rather handsome 
structure, built of the same sort of dull yellow stone 
as the Spa, and this once famous hostelry now seems 
prosperous and well managed, with a pleasant land- 
lady, courteous landlord, and comely Hebe, a little 
shy and retiring perhaps. 



A Country Cricket Match— a Roadside Hall. 

There was a cricket match going on at Hockley 
during our first visit The little village had matched 
its strength against Wickford, and there was one of 
the Wickfordians preparing to receive the ball in the 
very attitude the Hon. Stuart Wortley has made us 
familiar with as adopted by the great " W. G." in 
the famous portrait in the pavilion at Lord's. Being 
somewhat enthusiastic as regards cricket, and as 
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Mrs. Chaperone knows a cut from a drive and a 
"yorker" from a short-pitched ball, we entered the 
ground smiling, and seated ourselves on the fallen 
trunk of a tree some fifty yards behind the scoring 
table and telegraph board, where the mighty of Wick- 
ford were waiting to take their innings in turns, and 
the cognoscenti of Hockley, including the landlord 
and the prettily- blushing Hebe, had assembled, and 
in less than ten minutes we were made thoroughly 
acquainted with the merits of the respective teams, 
for an old Hockleyian had hobbjed up to us, and 
in answer to our questions became com mend ably 
voluble. It appeared that all Hockley's best men 
were away. Anyhow, the young counterpart of 
" W. G." was hitting Hockley's bowlers about in all 
directions, and at length, after making some 1 50 runs 
for seven wickets, Wickford "declared." The Spa 
hotel was at a convenient distance from the cricket 
field, and the teams adjourned to refresh, and then 
Hockley took their innings, the villagers espying 
the encounter from all sorts of vantage grounds in 
their cottage gardens, which in some places abutted 
upon the field. Alas ! we regret to say that Hockley's 
star, owing to the absent champions, was not in the 
ascendant One of the Wickford bowlers performed 
the " hat trick," and the wickets of the Hockleyians 
fell fast. The total amassed was only some 30 runs ! 
We delicately hurried away from the scene of the 
encounter, and in making our way back to the village 
we met the old inhabitant who had informed us as to 
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Hockley's cricketing prowess, and who had hobbled 
to his tea when Wickford " declared." He accosted 
us again — 

" You're going away early, zur." 

Alas I we could not dissemble — we could not hide 
the truth. " Dead are the young Hockleyians, and 
hushed their lay. The young Hockleyians have 
perished," we muttered to ourselves with a smile, 
and cast a sympathetic glance at the old villager, 
and told him it was all over. Burins is not, and 
Juggins is not! Whilst he had been discussing his 
tea, and hobbling back to the ground, the mighty 
men of Hockley had fallen. It was only too true. 
We broke it to him as gently as possible, and he 
expressed great surprise, and cried, " What ! Ail 
over! Hockley didn't last long, then!" It was 
even so. Hockley did not last long. But a 
righteous retribution fell upon Wickford, as we sub- 
sequently learnt, a few days afterwards, and they 
were humiliated to the dust. A cry of lamentation 
arose from Wickford, for they were smitten upon the 
hip, and beaten like a sack. Like a sack they were 
beaten ; and we are inclined to believe, but are not 
quite certain, that it was the doughty champions of 
Billericay who took the shine out of them. "Poor 
Hockley 1 " cried a good-looking village matron, 
tossing up her baby with a laugh, as she was sitting 
in the grass in the cricket field on the day of the 
encounter. " Poor Hockley ! " she cried, as the 
young Wickfordian, with all the grace and dexterity 
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of an Achilles, hurled the fatal ball, and performed 
the "hat trick," and pronounced the umbrageous 
village's doom. Nevertheless Hockley has no need 
to be commiserated. It is a very charming village 
indeed, with beautiful woods and a dry and healthy 
soil. 

" There's two old men," said the courteous landlord 
confidentially to us, " over ninety in the village, and 
several over seventy and eighty." All this speaks 
well for Hockley. Perhaps the virtues of the 
medicinal spring are permanent and lasting, although, 
alas! the Spa itself has fallen to decay. There was 
a rustling in the gigantic leafy elms as we proceeded 
down the lane, prophetic perhaps of the future 
grandeur of the place, Hockley-in-the-Hole shall 
arise from its lethargic trance t It shall yet take its 
place among the nations I 

Pleasant indeed are its green woody ways, and the 
golden stubble, in which the scarlet pimpernel, the 
pale pink centaury, and the pretty little blue corn- 
speedwell flower and fade. Perhaps in those bosky 
woods the Druids Marietta has described in her 
immortal essay relating to the Roman period in 
Britain, as detaching the sacred mistletoe with a 
golden knife from the oaks, once performed their 
mysterious rites ; perhaps from the deep recesses the 
Ancient Britons emerged, made terrible with blue 
woad for warfare, as she, in the true spirit of the 
historian, asserts was their fearsome custom. Any- 
how, Marietta and the gentle and amiable Maud, 
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and their kindly chaperone, and we who pen these 
lines shall always retain a grateful remembrance of 
Hockley's beautiful shades and courteous inhabitants, 
and its prodigality of nuts, blackberries, and mush- 
rooms. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

WILD WEATHER ON THE COAST. 

THE children rushed in eager-eyed, and cried, 
" ' Wild Fire ' has been seen ; there will be a 
tempest, so they say," and we looked up from our 
books and glanced at their flushed faces, and knew 
very well they were correct. We had seen " Wild 
Fire" ourselves for several evenings, and we put on 
our hats and went out into the field close by, and 
looked across to the marshes in the direction of 
the Nore, and then towards the coast by Wakering 
and Oxenham, and lo ! and behold, there were the 
flashes like summer lightning which the country 
people in this part of Essex call " Wild Fire." It is 
often seen in the late summer and autumn in the 
direction of marshy land, and is probably owing to 
a superabundance of electricity. The latter part of 
August had been very tempestuous, and now we were 
close upon September. We had noticed a peculiar 
red woolly appearance in the sky in the early evening 
about and just after sunset, but the night fell beauti- 
fully clear and bright, and the stars were brilliant It 
was two days after the new moon. Not only were 
the constellations seen in all their splendour, but the 
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nebulae were most distinct and the Pleiades flashing, 
as Tennyson describes them, like fire-flies. Rarely 
have we seen a more beautiful star-lit night. But 
we were not to be deceived. When you see a 
peculiar red woolly sky, and the air and stars are 
preternaturaily clear and distinct, look out for 
squalls. 

We went to bed and slept the sleep of the just, but 
at twenty minutes after one o'clock, or about half-an- 
hour before high water, we were suddenly awakened 
by terrific gusts of wind at our window panes (our 
window looked towards the Nore), and a rattle of 
hail and rain as if ten thousand devils had broken 
loose. But it was only the advance guard. We sat 
bolt upright in bed, and waited, and the forces 
gathered strength, and came and rattled at the 
window with renewed fury. The poor little wedge 
fell out Still, the demons of the storm would not be 
denied ; they went back towards the Nore, and told 
their comrades again and again, and ever and anon 
they returned in a frantic rage and tore at our case- 
ment Then, just about high flood, they made their 
last grand charge, and shook the windows and house 
as if they would rend them to atoms. Then there 
was a sudden lull. It was high water ; the storm 
ceased as strangely as it had begun, and the ebb 
came, and the sky was again brilliant with stars. 
The fishermen were out at sea, as we were informed 
the next morning, fourteen miles the other side of 
the Nore, and the squalls came down upon them 
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like a troop of lions, but, fortunately, with the 
exception of the splitting of sails and rending of 
spars, no great harm was done. The morning until 
noon, and for some time afterwards, was fine and 
breezy, but in the afternoon the sky became overcast, 
and there were three sharp and short thunderstorms. 
The evening was even more brilliant with stars than 
the preceding one, but in the night there was heavy 



rain ; still, by breakfast time on the Feast of St 
Partridge it was tolerably fair. It was the day of 
Leigh Regatta, and we had looked forward to it as a 
great treat. But we were doomed to disappointment. 
Showers soon began to fall, and in the afternoon 
there were thunderstorms, but, although the yachts- 
men and fisher-folk pluckily carried out their 
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programme at Leigh, we did not care to venture. 
But in the evening, just t>efore dusk, it cleared some- 
what, and we declared for Southend Pier. We would 
tramp to nearly the very end of that long structure 
and see the fireworks at Leigh. 

It had been an afternoon tide, and we in our 
superior wisdom thought that there would be a brief 
spell of tolerable weather until the morning tide 
(high water about 3.30 a.m.J began to flow. The 
wind was facing us as we tramped along the pier, 
and blowing almost dead from the south. It 
occasionally backed to the sou'-east, though it was 
only a stififish breeze : but when we had gone about 
a mile there was a thunderous noise, and the surf 
was breaking in a great fury over the sand-bank just 
before you reach the old Pier-head. We did not like 
the look of the sky ; it was ragged and black — black 
as ink ; and there was that peculiar humming and 
whistling sound in the air which portends a coming 
storm. We were commiserating poor little Leigh, 
when there was the flash of a rocket, and the fire- 
works commenced. The air was clear enough then, 
and we could watch them with advantage. Now and 
then a rocket ascended into the air, and exploded 
and burst into a thousand sparks, and ever and anon 
there were the coloured fires of the Roman candles. 
We turned and looked seaward. The Nore Light 
was blazing away brilliantly, appearing and dis- 
appearing at intervals, as is its wont, and we could 
even distinguish in the distance the Mouse Light. 
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Over at Sheerness everything looked quite comfort- 
able, especially at Garrison Point, and the long sea 
frontage of Southend was quite brilliantly lit up, and 
at Westcliff and Leigh the lights were twinkling. 
Far up stream was the Chapman Light, and the 
lamps of the passing steamers and vessels were 
distinctly visible. But still the humming and 
whistling continued, as if Davy Jones was not 
quite satisfied with the present state of affairs. At 
the Pier-head we could hear the surf restlessly 
beating and tumbling on the 5.and-bank not far 
away, and seaward (the wind had suddenly shifted 
to sou'-east) there was a sort of a mist We 
should have to run for it, and there was no time to 
lose. The nearest shelter — for the refreshment-rooms 
were closed — was about three hundred yards away; 
so off we scampered, but we were not quite quick 
enough — the squall was down upon us like a fury, 
with a lashing whip of hail and rain. It passed, and 
went screaming across in the direction of poor 
Leigh, but before we could reach the Shelter down 
came another squall upon us. However, we were 
prepared for it, and were tolerably well wrapped up. 

Another squall was down upon us soon afterwards ; 
it screamed angrily over the white surf and the sand- 
bank, soon exhausted its fury, and then hurried over 
to poor Leigh to ask them if they had really enjoyed 
the regatta 1 We were now In the Shelter, facing the 
west Then the storm began ding-dong, ding-dong; 
for minutes together you couldn't see a yard for mist, 
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and the howling and screaming were something awful. 
Then all of a sudden again the clouds would lift and 
the stars and lights peep out. But this respite was of 
short duration. Another burstof storm came, which 
shook the pier to its foundations, and almost made 
us tremble. We were really more than three-quarters 
of a mile out to sea on the pier in the Shelter. Many 
and many a time had we been on the Southend piers, 
old and new, in terrific gales, but never in such awful 
squalls as these. On they came, one after the other, 
in a regular fury. But it was growing late. We 
must make an attempt to get home somehow, and at 
length we battled bravely along, passing the pavilion, 
from whence a burst of music came, and reached 
the entrance to the pier in safety. It was quite an 
exciting, and not very pleasant experience. The 
" Wild Fire " had told true ; gales, and thunder and 
lightning, and deluges of rain had come in its wake. 

We were anxious to see how the coast would look 
after these wild gales and squalls ; and we went one 
breezy afternoon towards the home of the " Wild 
Fire," in the direction of Great Wakering and Oxen- 
ham, From Southend you can take the train to 
Shoeburyness, and then walk along the road to North 
Shoebury and across the fields to Wakering — a long, 
straggling, old-fashioned village, with an ancient 
church and graveyard, surrounded with some fine 
horse-chestnut trees. From Great Wakering you 
cross a grassy plain, bordered with ditches in 
which feathery rushes grow, to the sea-wall by the 
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salt- marshes. This is the home of the " Wild Fire " — 
a bleak and most desolate spot. A few isolated farm- 
houses and cottages dot the broad expanse of marsh 
inland, and between the grass-covered sea-wall and 
the sea is a long stretch of salt-marsh, made beautiful 
in many places with sea lavender, with varying shades 
of mauve and blue and purple, on the very fringe of 
the grey-green sea. A few plover and curlew are to 
be seen, and great gulls flapping their wings over the 
white surf, and now and again a flock of sea starlings 
or ox birds, or a hare will start up on the marsh and 
limp away. The harvest is nearly over. You glance 
inland, and see the last loaded wains traversing the 
winding roads to the farmhouses. But this is in the 
distance. All round about you is desolation, save for 
the beautiful blue mist of sea lavender. The sea is 
still angry ; but it is shallow, and there is not much 
swell The tide is just on the ebb, and the strong 
breeze, with its shrill whistling, has sunk to a low 
moan. Right away in the distance, towards the 
north and north-east, are the wild, desolate, out-of- 
the-way islands, Potton, Rushey, Havengore, New 
England, and Foulness. You can see right across to 
Havengore Head, and when the tide is low it is 
possible to walk along the Maplin Sands from Black 
Grounds, right on across Foulness Sands to Fisher- 
man's Head. But desolation reigns supreme in 
Black Grounds, where we now stand. The salt- 
marsh which stretches in front of us is intersected 
with numerous little streams and channels and dykes, 
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haunted by wild-fowl in the late autumn and winter, 
and where even now the snipe is to be found and the 
curlew calls. The gales are over for a time, and 
there is brilliant sunshine all around us, and a crisp 
touch of autumn in the air Beautiful indeed is the 
sea lavender, as we rest to admire it again from 
the grassy sea-wall. There must be acres of it. It 
stretches away for miles, almost to Shoeburyness, 
making bright the desolation ; but, nevertheless, we 
are glad to have the railway-station presently well 
in sight. Some of the big guns are booming at 
Shoebury, and we see the great shots and shells 
skipping and skipping away out into the distant 
sea ; but we turn inland, and pass a delightful old 
hall, which reminds us of Mariana's " Moated 
Grange." 

But there is more and more " Wild Fire." A day 
or two afterwards we seek the shelter of a hedge 
which borders a turnip field, in which an old man 
is hoeing the crop. The rain comes up in a squall 
from the south-west, and he is obliged to run for his 
jacket, and he puts it on and comes over to us, and 
stands under the hedge and has a chat. "There's a 
lot of coarse weather about," he says, and we heartily 
agree witii him. He, too, has seen the "Wild Fire." 
He is sixty-nine years of age, and a little bent, but 
he is still able to hoe the turnips with a will. "Two 
shillings a day, that's all," he says, rather grum- 
blingly. 

" But you can recollect worse times .' " we remark. 
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"Aye, that I can," he replies. "A few years before 
the Rooshun War bread was a shilling a quartern, and 
the potato crop failed, too." 

" And what was your wage then ? " we asked. 

" Seven shilluns a weekV he replied, and looked 
solemnly into our face. 

"And what were the prices then of tea, sugar, 
coffee, clothes, and all the rest of it ? " we asked. 

" Ha ! " he said, with a sigh ; " it will hardly bear 
thinking upon." 

" And now," we said pleasantly, " you have double 
the wages, and tea, coffee, and sugar, and all the rest 
of it are just nothing at all, so to speak, compared 
with the old days." 

" 'Pon my soul, zur," he said, " you be about right, 
when you do come to think of ut. But the devil's 
about still." 

The Essex peasant is a highly worthy, temperate, 
and God-fearing man, as a rule ; but he is a little apt 
to obtrude his religion upon you. 

"P'raps so," we replied with a smile, "but it's a 
question of ' Pull devil, pull baker,' and sensible per- 
sons know pretty well who is likely to give the 
longest and strongest pull." 

He admitted it, and glanced above. " I've seen a 
sight of trouble in my time," he continued ; " no less 
than six of 'em do lie in the churchyard over yonder," 
pointing over his shoulder to the pretty little grave- 
yard through the trees with its glowing flowers, and 
the tears came into his eyes. 
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But we bade him cheer up, and cheer up he did, 
and he garrulously continued : "I do live in the 
thatched coltage down yonder, and my master do 
live up there in the farm amid the thicket of trees, 
and I've got one son near Luiinon, and two others on 
the line, signalman and pi>rter, and I can do a goodish 
day's work yet, although I be turned of sixty-nine. 
And be you tlie genelman wiio giv' me the shitlun 
a year or' two agone? If so, I do thank'ee kindly 
again. And, 'pon my Sambo, I think the rain's 
pretty nigh over now, and I must go and feed the 
beasts. You wouldn't think ut, but the beasts be 
pretty dainty, and they won't eat the oilcake if it's 
soaked with wet and clammy — at least, mine won't. 
And they be a fineish lot, and the butcher came to 
'ave a look at 'em t'other day, and good-mornin' to 
you and your missus, zur, and thank you kindly, and 
if you do pass up by the little churchyard don't forget 
that there's six of my poor little dears lying there." 
And the poor labour-bowed. God-fearing old man 
went on his way, with his hoe, bright with work, in 
his hand. 

Such men as these, we could not help thinking, are 
the backbone of the country. A grumbler he was to 
a certain extent, but ready to acknowledge the truth 
and be convinced. A little further on, as we journeyed 
homeward, we saw an old man standing on a ladder 
thatching a rick in a strong breeze, and begged him 
to be careful. 

"1 be seventy-six next birthday," he said, "and 
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the Lord will keep my feet firm planted on the 
ladder whatever the weather may be, and I bain't 
got no fear." 

And there probably amongst the nameless graves 
under tlie swaying eims in the little flower-adorned 
churchyard we saw, as we walked towards home, the 
grassy barrows of the poor old man's young children. 
We did not ask him of what they had died, but we 
noticed that the authorities were at last draining the 
marsh not far from his thatched cottage, near to 
which there had been stagnant pools and water- 
courses, provocative of scarlet fever and diphtheria, 
for years and years past. But the si.^ young children 
of his younger days were safe at rest in the little 
graveyard, and from the infant scliool close by came 
the sweet voices of the little ones still full of life, and, 
even as we passed, out they trooped into the fresh air 
with their bright faces and curly locks and sturdy 
limb.s. 

And the "Wild Fire" came again to clear the air, 
and there were terrific squalls of wind, and angry 
seas, and deluges of rain ; and afterwards the soft 
blue autumnal skies and fleecy clouds, and red gold 
sunshine, and warm winds from the far sou'-west. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

PICTURESQUE ALDEBURGH. 

OF late years artists' colonies have been formed 
at Southwold and Walberswick, on the Suffolk 
coast, and it would be difficult to enter any of our 
picture galleries nowadays without iinding several 
works dealing with the scenery of these bright and 
picturesque places. Walberswick especially is very 
much bepainted. 

We win not say that we have discovered — for the 
place has been pretty well known for ages past — 
but we should be glad if we could make much more 
appreciated another little quaint town on the Suffolk 
coast. It seems to us, albeit we have paid it a some- 
what hasty visit, to be one of the most charming 
seaside resorts in the Eastern Counties, invaluable 
to the artist, very interesting owing to its literary 
associations, with a fine sea view, a long stretch of 
pebbly beach and yellow sands, and an expanse of 
country inland which is only second to that round 
about Southwold and Walberswick. By the way, 
the two artists' colonies and pleasant seaside resorts 
just named, are within an easy distance by rail or 
road. Altogether, it would be difficult to match 
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Aldeburgh as a picturesque old-world town. In 
fact, we know of nothing exactly like it In all 
directions you are struck with its beautiful sur- 
roundings. Groups of firs and other trees are within 
a stone's throw of the beacli, and the long straggling 
principal street and the equally long sea frontage of 



houses are simply delightful. With splendid air, a 
lesser rain-fall than in any town in the United 
Kingdom, you have perfect quiet and repose. Not 
that the place is dull. Some very good families 
go to Aldeburgh, but you are not overrun with 
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excursionists, nor are you distracted with the hideous 

sights and sounds which are common to so many 
other watering-places. A brass band does not 
deafen you at every turn, the nigger minstrel is 
conspicuous by his absence, and so far as wc were 
able to judge from a hasty survey, there are no 
swings and roundabouts, razzle-dazzles or switchback 
railways. It is not necessary to change your toilet 
morning, noon, and night, as at some of the more 
fashionable watering-places, but you will see some 
very pretty girls at Aldeburgh, very artistically 
attired, and as for the genus homo, he goes there in 
knickerbockers golfing, fishing, and shooting. And 
brown velvet and Norfolk jackets are by no means 
unknown ; artists have undoubtedly discovered this 
pleasant picturesque place, and will make it known, 
as it deserves to be, more and more. 

Let us turn from the railway-station. There are 
trim villas and pretty cottages on either side, and 
pleasant gardens full of apple, pear, and plum trees, 
laden with fruit, and gorgeous flower-beds. How 
fragrant are the pinks, stocks, and sweet-williams ; 
how glorious in their purity the tall white Madonna 
lilies, how splendid the roses, and what a blaze, 
moreover, we have of geraniums, calceolarias, ver- 
benas, heliotropes, and nasturtiums! Look at that 
bushy syringa covered with white blossoms, and 
everywhere as you pass along there mixes with the 
more delicate scent the pungent smell of the white 
flowering privet The old church stands on the 
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left-hand side as you pass along to the town. The 
door is open ; let us enter ; here, a little too much out 
of sight, perhaps, is a well-executed bust of Crabbe, 
the poet, " Nature's sternest painter, yet the best," 
as Byron styles him. Presently you will see Crabbe's 
Cottage on the sea-frontage, an unpretentious little 
dwelling, with profuse white convolvuluses growing 
in the garden, 

Let us pass along the straggling old-world principal 
street. You may fancy yourself in some old-fashioned 
cathedral city, and you almost wonder why the bells 
are not chiming. No two houses seem to be exactly 
alike ; all the surroundings are picturesque. You 
are not confronted on every side, as in the more 
modern seaside resorts, with the legends that you 
can get a good dinner, with two or three vegetables, 
or a tea, with shrimps and watercresses, at a mere 
nominal cost. You are not pestered to death by 
touts of both sexes who thrust cards into your 
hands and almost carry you bodily into the 
restaurants to which they are accredited, to partake 
of the aforesaid, often very nasty, dinners or teas. 
There is, however, plenty of accommodation for 
visitors, substantial shops of all kinds, and what 
you certainly do not get in all seaside resorts, 
plenty of excellent fish, and shrimps it would be 
difBcuIt to beat in flavour, as well as crabs and 
lobsters, caught close at hand, and not conveyed 
from Billingsgate. 

As we are passing along this quaint old street, 
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we are aware of a smell of fragrant odours, such as 
arise, especially during the jam season, from a well- 
ordered confectioner's shop, We are tempted to 
enter, and the politeness for which Suffolk is famous 
is now exemplified. The lady who ministers to our 
wants and comforts soon, in a most intelligent 
manner, makes us acquainted with Aldeburgh, its 



history and_resources. Her schooldays, she informs 
us, were spent at Ipswich, but she knows] the Suffolk 
and Norfolk coasts well, even the remote Cromer, 
and has ridden^^on the very coach driven by " Mad 
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Wyndliam," A pleasant chat we have with this 
comely lady, but as we intend catching the next 
train our stay is short We wander on to the sea 
frontage. Here there is plenty to interest us ; lots 
of picturesque red-brick and delightful little houses 
and cottages commanding capital sea-views. Groups 
of pretty girls sitting on the shingly beach, novels in 
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along the esplanade have given themselves up to a 
little abandon. They have been out into the c<ixr\- 
fields and meadows and have prettily decorated 
themselves with poppies and green wheat and other 
flowers and grain and grasses. We continue our 
walk along the sea-frontage, admiring as wc go. 
Presently we stop and gaze with wonderment at a 
very old building which stands right on the beach. 
A brown-faced boatman, trim in his blue jersey,comes 
to our rescue. It is the Mote Hall, he tells us, where 
the Town Council hold their meetings and other 
public business is transacted. Underneath is the 
lock-up. It speaks well for Aldeburgh, that there 
has not been a prisoner for the last two years ! 
We next enquire about the fishing. It is excellent 
in the season, we are told, and a very moderate price 
is charged for the hire of boats. 

Plenty of good people go to Aldeburgh. It was a 
favourite resort, we believe, of the Salisbury family, 
and the bathing machine of the late Marquis has only 
recently been broken up. Our time is up, and wc 
must wend our way back, past the trim villas and 
cottages with their pleasant gardens, to the railway- 
station. The picturesque little village of Thorpe 
stands out in the sunshine on our right, ^'^^ ^^'^ inland 
stretches the common with its waving green ferns 
and purple heather, and groups of fir-trees. There 
is the winding river, and over the marshes are 
innumerable water-courses nearly as picturesque as 
those of Walberswick. We steam out of the 
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station, pass into the open country, leaving Leiston 
and its ruined abbey on our right as we travel 
along to Saxreiundhacn, where we change for the 
main line. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

BLACKBERRVING NEAR ROCHFORD. 

was a beautiful autumnal day 
in mid -September, red-gold 
sunshine mellowing the fruit in 
the gardens and orchards.a soft, 
blue sky overhead, with here 
and there an islet of fleecy 
white cloud, and a warm, 
invigorating, strong south- 
westerly breeze blowing. 

We were staying in the 
neighbourhood of Southend, 
and decided on a blackberry- 
ing expedition with the children ; and we started in 
good time, early in the afternoon. Much to our 
surprise and chagrin, as we got out of the train at 
Rochford, we noticed two pretty young ladies of some 
eighteen and twenty summers respectively, armed 
with nut-hooks, and it seemed quite evident that they 
were going blackberrying, too. The tall nut-hooks 
were, of course, to pull down the high brambles laden 
with luscious fruit, out of reach of the many boys 
and children who were nearly everywhere along the 
hedgerows blackberrying. 
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"We must get in front of the nut-hookers," cried 
Marietta. 

" They must have an equal chance with ourselves," 
we replied magnanimously. 

We allowed them to go on in front for some 
distance, and just beyond the fine avenue of trees at 
Rochford they commenced picking from a tall hedge- 
row. The blackberries, however, seemed to us to be 
rather dusty, and we proceeded on our way, resisting 
the temptation of poaching on the fair damsels' 
preserves. Presently we came to an open gate, 
entered the field to which it gave access, and soon 
Mrs. Chaperone, Marietta, and Maudie and our- 
selves were busy enough gathering the blackberries, 
which were very fine and plentiful, Down one high 
bushy hedgerow some honeysuckle was still linger- 
ing ; the heps and haws were ruddy, and witli the 
berries of the wild vine and woody- nightshade made 
splendid blotches of colour Ragwort and flea-bane 
and the fragrant agrimony, all yellow-hued, were 
brightening the borders, and there was plenty of 
scabious and goat's-beard and knapweed in the 
fields. Now and then we espied a snowy mushroom, 
to which we ran and claimed as a prize. 

Then a little adventure befell us. Fixed rather 
firmly into a splendid and very thick bramble- bush, 
covered with luscious fruit, we, the narrator of this 
exciting quest, found some iittle difficulty in extri- 
cating ourselves with our Ijasket, which was getting 
full of the shining fruit, and whilst we were in this 
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predicament we heard a. giggling and tittering on the 
opposite side of the hedge, and lo I and behold, there 
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were the two bewitching young ladies with their nut- 
hooks. In our sorry plight, we did not feel at alt 
envious to see that their baskets were nearly full. 
Presently, by a violent effort, we succeeded in extri- 
cating ourselves, and joined the others of our party 
the children greeting us with sparkling eyes and 
demonstrations of delight, for their quest in search 
of blackberries had also been highly successful, and 
they and Mrs. Chaperone had succeeded in filling 
their baskets almost to the brim. 

We glanced around. It was a lovdy afternoon, 
all the land bathed in golden light, with a purple 
mist on the distant hills. We explored hedgerow 
after hedgerow, still acquiring fruit, and filling our 
baskets full to overflowing. Presently we came 
to the skirts of a wood, and saw scores of rabbits 
feeding on a broad green expanse bordering it It 
was rather a lonely spot, but in the distance there 
was a pretty little cottage, whose garden was 
all ablaze with sunflowers, nasturtiums, marigolds, 
geraniums, and fragrant pinks and stocks. The 
runner-beans were a mass of vivid scarlet, and some 
very fine hollyhocks, many hued, were keeping watch 
and guard over all. Suddenly we recollected that 
tea and fruit could be obtained at this cottage, and 
we were all soon seated in the garden under the 
ripening apple branches refreshing ourselves. The 
civil old cottager held up her hands in delight at our 
well-filled baskets, made us acquainted with much 
biackberrying and nutting and mushrooming lore, 
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and took us into her old-fashioned pleasant little 
parlour, with its low ceiling, where there was real, 
veritable blackberry jam in a glass dish on the snowy 
white tabie-clotli. 

We were almost tired out as we returned. Indeed, 
poor Marietta, who no- longer discoursed of the 
Romans and Ancient Britons, seated herself on a feat 
near Rochford Avenue, under the trees, whilst Mrs, 
Chapcrone and Maudie filled up their baskets, to 
make good the deficiencies caused by eating a few 
of the berries. As for ourselves, we rushed over a 
ploughed field to the farthest hedge, where we saw 
some fine late honeysuckle blossoming, and we were 
also rewarded with some very large sloes with a 
beautiful purple bloom on them. On the other 
side of the hedge, strange to say, the two bewitch- 
ing young shepherdesses with their sheep (we 
mean "nut") hooks were resting. They blushed 
and giggled, and looked victorious and triumphant. 
We really think they had fuller baskets than our 
own ; and they had also acquired some rather good 
specimens of mushrooms. One of the pretty young 
shepherdesses gave a great start as a covey of 
partridges rose with a great whirring of wings close 
by her ; but she soon recovered herself, and pro- 
ceeded in the most graceful manner to pull towards 
her with her nut-hook some fine brambles covered 
with luscious fruit Poor Marietta was still resting 
on the seat, contemplating perhaps the production of 
another of her immortal historical essays, when we 
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returned We commiserated and sympathised with 
her, and then with a warning cry of " Hep! hep!" 
to Mrs. Chaperone and Maudie, who were busy at a 
hedgerow in an adjoining meadow, we begged them 
to desist, and pointed at the rising harvest moon to 
convince them that it was time to proceed to the 
railway-station. And a beautiful walk through the 
Avenue we had that lovely autumnal evening, with 
the jessamine and clematis scenting the air from the 
cottage porches at Rochford. There was a drowsy 
tinkling of sheep-bells ; the stars began to peep out 
one by one ; and the great full moon rose higher and 
higher and flooded the land with its silvery light, 
Amaryllis and Netera too (we mean the two young 
shepherdesses), looked very pretty as they coquet- 
tishly posed and stood on the platform at the station 
with their nut-hooks and full baskets ; but Maudie 
glanced rather scornfully at them, in spite of Mrs, 
Chaperone's gentle remonstrances. Poor Marietta 
and ourselves were almost exhausted ; but, never- 
theless, it was a splendid and successful blackberrying 
quest. 
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W^ 



/E shall always have a high 
appreciation of the kindly 
individual who advertised in such 
seductive terms and phrases his 
cottage on the banks of the Blackwater. 
This most ingenious advertisement drew 
us thither on a beautiful breezy September 
day, after we had explored the picturesque 
and interesting old towns of East and 
""'"" "" West Maldon, and traversed the banks 
of the canal, whose margin was lined with willows 
and brightened with meadow-sweet and the greater 
willow-herb, yellow ragwort, and flea-bane, and 
plentiful sword-grass. Alas ! we did not take the 
cottage. It was already occupied by a family of 
nice kindly people from town, who offered to make 
tea for us to lighten our disappointment ! 

It was as we were returning to Maldon that we 
discovered we were in for a good thing. The broad 
Blackwater when the tide is out is not a very 
exhilarating sight at Heybridge Basin, but in 
strolling along the banks of the canal we were 
suddenly aware of mushrooms on the marshes, and 
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we soon found a convenient gap in the hedge, and 
were commencing an exciting quest. By Jove! the 
mushrooms were plentiful, and no mistake, and some 
of them were the primest meadow ones {Agaricus 
campestris). Mrs. Chaperone was a Httle tired, as we 
had walked some miles to see the famous cottage, 
and she seated herself by a little islet of purple 
loosestrife and meadow-sweet whilst we engaged in 
our mushrooming. On the other side of the canal 
there were two or three sportsmen blazing away at 
the partridges and hares, but fortunately we were 
well out of range, and they were proceeding in the 
opposite direction to us. 

Now there is mushrooming and mushrooming. As 
a rule, gathering mushrooms on flat, marshy ground 
is not nearly so pleasant and exciting as on the 
top of breezy downs, as between Beacby Head and 
Willingdon, or on the Mendips near Bleadon, or on 
the breezy Langdon Hills, or even in the sunny 
stretches of meadow-land at Clacton or over by 
Shopland, near Southend, under a soft blue September 
sky, or near Walberswick and Southwold ; still our 
spell of mushrooming near Heybridge Basin was 
not to be despised. There were cattle on the marsh 
who regarded us meekly and tamely, knowing us 
to be harmless, and only in quest of mushrooms, and 
there were other mushroomers in the distance whose 
handkerchiefs and baskets were full of spoil. 

You need to be the fortunate possessor of a some- 
what practised eye to go mushrooming successfully. 
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The tyro will be deceived sometimes by seeing in the 
distance a goose's feather, or a lump of chalk, or a 
growth of white scabious or something or other 
which simulates the appearance of a mushroom. 
But on this eventful afternoon on the marsh near 
the canal mushrooming was easy. The specimens 
were particularly fine and fresh, with pinky gills and 
snowy flaps, and now and again we came across 
circles of fairy-ring champignons discarded by the 
uninitiated fungi-hunter, but which we did not by 
any means despise. And on the verge of the marsh, 
near some trees, we discovered some fine partridge 
or parasol mushrooms (Ag-an'cus procerus), and we 
were not long in making a pretty good bag. Now 
the mushroom-gatherer, like the miser, always wants 
to add to his store, and when his basket or handker- 
chief is full, still, like Oliver Twist, asks for more. 
We had secured, as we have hinted, a goodly lot, 
and had made a selection of the fittest, but as it 
was still an hour or so until sundown, we went care- 
fully over the ground again. Presently we came across 
some young urchins who appeared to be expert mush- 
roomers, and we spoke in approval of their efforts. 

"You bain't a bad hand, zur, by the look of yer 
handkercher ! " 

We admitted having secured a few. 

"Some mornins, zur," said one of tlie youngsters, 
" these here mashes be pretty nigh white with mush- 
rooms. You could pick a bushel or two. There be 
only a sprinklin' to-day." 
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Nevertheless it was a very fair sprinkling, and 
we were duly grateful. And malcing a ditour in a 
direction where there was something gleaming white, 
we came across a fine patch of meadow mushrooms, 
beautifully fresh and perfect. Then, as we noticed 
that Mrs. Chaperone was still enjoying a pleasant 
rest near the fragrant meadow-sweet and sword- 
grass and purple loosestrife, we knotted up our 
handkerchief, climbed the gate, and walked up the 
bank of the canal in the direction where the shooting 
was going on. The sportsmen were in a patch of 
turnips. Presently there was a loud whirring sound, 
and up flew half-a-dozen birds, two of which were 
hit and fell heavily to the ground. Then the sports- 
men crossed over with their gamekeeper, and a hare 
was kicked out of her " form," and sent to glory, and 
then the shooting being over for the day, the party 
entered the garden of an old-fashioned farmhouse 
and made their way to the porch. 

Our sport or pastime of 
mushroom - gathering had 
not been quite so exciting, 
but we had enjoyed it 
thoroughly. The air was 
fresh and clear and cool, 
although the sky had be- 
come a little overcast. We 
had not rifled the marsh of 
all its mushrooms, but we 

. , , . , , f Me»do* Mushrooms. (Agaricu, 

had secured a nice lot for <:a,«/rstr,s.) 
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broiling and stewing, and we almost made up our 
minds to come to Maldon and Heybridge Basin 
again, and to combine the excellent fresh and sea- 
water fishing to be obtained there with another quest 
after mushrooms. Holiday-makers know that not 
the least of their delights is mushroom gathering. 
Glorious it is on a fine breezy sunshiny September 
or early October day, to tramp over marsh or along 
a crisp hillside, or wander over a down fungi-hunting, 
with the blackberries and sloes ripe in the hedgerows, 
and the nuts browning in the woods and copses 
close by. 
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CHAPTER XVII. " 

A FISHING VILLAGE REGATTA (LEIGH -ON -SEA). 

IT would be difficult to imagine a prettier sight 
The afternoon tide is flowing in with light ripples ; 
the strip of yellow beach over on Canvey Island 
golden in the bright hot glare of the sun ; the corn- 
fields and green patches of mangolds and lucerne 
sloping down to the water's edge on the distant 
Kentish shore ; and right before us are gaily- 
decorated barges, and scores of yachts, fishing boats, 
and smaller craft. All along the picturesque sea- 
frontage, with its breakwater of rough stones and 
boulders, are sitting or standing groups of spectators 
— fishermen in their blue jerseys and guernseys ; 
fisher-tads, bare-headed, bare-legged, and bare-footed ; 
fisher-girls, dressed in their finery or in their more 
picturesque everyday attire, with their dark or fair 
or tawny hair blown into their eyes ; fisher-wives, in 
their Sunday best, gossiping or clamouring at their 
restless, mischievous children, and scores of pretty 
girls, with their attendant swains, in tasteful dresses of 
white, or some cool shadeof pink, heliotrope, or blue — 
a picturesque mass of colour, with the scarlet of their 
sunshades heightening the vivid colouring. On many 
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of the yachts are bevies of fair dames in bewitching 
nautical costumes, and the yachtsmen make a gallant 
show, and their great barge or sloop, which serves 
as a "club-house," is gaily decorated, and there are 
pretty girls on deck. The grassy slopes for hundreds 
of yards are dotted with sightseers, and the scarlet 
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of the sunshade is again very much en evidence, and 
vies with the poppies which flaunt over the hillside. 
There is a blare of bugles and the sound of music in 
the air, and the old-fashioned jetty or pier-head is 
crowded with fisher-folk. It is a glorious afternoon, 
but intensely hot ; still now and again there comes 
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a whiff of refreshing breeze, for there are light winds 
out at sea. The long, narrow, main street of Leigh, 
which runs along the water's edge, is almost deserted, 
but gaily decorated with bunting. Only a few 
decrepid old men and women are sitting at the 
doors. The tide is flowing fast, and through the 
breaks of the houses we can see the boats rocliing 
upon the sparltling waters ; but they are empty save 
of cockle-shells or nets, for the excitement is over 
yonder. 

Let us return to the crowded promenade, and make 
our way along it in the hope of finding a seat on 
the old breakwater. We are fortunate indeed, for 
here, by these rusty old anchors and spars and masts 
and cordage, there is ample room, commanding a 
splendid view of the course. The spectators are in 
high good humour this glorious day, but some of 
them shiver at the recollection of the terrible First 
of September last year, on which unpropitious day 
Leigh Regatta was held in. squalls of wind and 
drenching rain and rumbling thunder and vivid light- 
ning. Rut to-day they are all chatting away gaily. 
Just behind us, seated on an old mast, are two fisher- 
wives discussing in a most animated manner their 
present and prospective families, and calling to their 
children, who are clambering about the stony break- 
water and barking their shins. It is just a little 
embarrassing this discussion, and evidently not meant 
for the public ear; but honi soil, etc., and it is 
interesting, as it affords an excellent study of 
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vigorous Saxon and Middle English, especially that 
portion of the conversation which refers to a neigh- 
bour of the same sex as themselves, who is evidently 
not highly approved of But it would neither be quite 
possible nor polite to reproduce the conversation. 
Presently one of the women, after exhorting a poor 
little restless tot of two or three years old not to 
go "fiddiin' about," but to "sot up straight," suddenly 
espies one of the competitors who will take part in 
the Ladies* Sculling Race, and she bawls out, '"Liza, 
my gal, buck up, and take it out of *em!" just as if 
she were the late Miss Elizabeth Bellwood exhorting 
the delighted audiences in the haunts of the muses 
in which she was erstwhile such a popular favourite. 
A likely-looking lass is 'Liza — fair complexion, bright 
eyed, with a well-knit figure, short-skirted, pink 
bloused, and wearing her black straw sailor's hat 
with a coquettish air. Some of the spectators assert 
that her age is between thirteen and fourteen ; others 
maintain that she is. fifteen or sixteen; anyhow, 
'Liza is in her early teens. She is evidently a great 
favourite. The old fishermen, in their blue jerseys, 
glance at her approvingly ; the fisher-wives have a 
kindly word for her; the fisher-lads look sheepishly 
at her as she passes ; and the fisher-girls greet her 
cheerfully and encouragingly, but, perhaps, they are 
just a little envious. But 'Liza trips merrily along. 
She is decidedly the heroine of the day. Presently 
there is a great shout of approval as 'Liza is seen in 
her little dinghy taking a preliminary spin on the 
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sparkling waters. The fisher-wives at our back have 
almost exhausted themselves. The restless child is 
still "fiddlin' about," and will not "sot up straight," 
and, indeed, is so fractious that its mother refuses to 
patronise the peripatetic lollipop man, and dismisses 
him with a wave of her hand, and an outspoken declara- 
tion that " she ain't made o' money," and she " hain't 
a-goin' to spend ut on a troublesome brat." The 
neighbour she and her companion have so vigorously 
discussed has been quite annihilated ; she has been 
accused of nearly all the seven cardinal sins, and has 
been tried, convicted, sentenced, and executed, so to 
speak, off-hand, without any chance of appeal Some 
of the accusations have been made in a much lower 
and more confidential tone than others, and have 
been received with much indignation by the less 
communicative of the twain, who has, nevertheless, 
almost exhausted her vocabulary of opprobious 
terms, much to the disgust of the fashionable little 
fair-haired lady a short distance from her, who is 
making frantic struggles with her aspirates, and 
discussing the regatta in mincing tones. But her 
English is not to be compared in its purity with that 
of the two fisher-wives, although there is more of the 
fortiter in re than the sttaviter in modo in their 
conversation. 

Meantime the regatta is going merrily on. The 
yachts, with their white wings, are seen in the offing ; 
the luggers, with their brown sails, rounding the 
buoy ; the steam-launch darting about in every 
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direction ; and the broad estuary of the Thames is 
full of life and colour and motion, with the hot sun- 
shine glaring down, and the grey gulls flapping their 
wings over all. Now and again you see a monster 
ocean-going steamer in the misty distance, or a great 
barque under press of sail, or a pleasure-steamer 
speeding away towards the Nore ; and then there 
sounds the loud booming of the big guns at Sheer- 
ness, or on the Isle of Grain. The village band is 
playing a popular waltz quite creditably ; the scarlet 
sunshades, toned down a little by the dresses of white 
or some pale shade of mauve or heliotrope, are blazing 
away on the promenade. And now there is a stir of 
excitement. Unless you possess a trained eye, and 
have had considerable experience of regattas, it is 
not always possible to know how the sailing ft pro- 
gfressing. You hear the pistol shots going off, but 
unless you belong to the cognoscenti, you feel not 
a little confused as to the actual state of affairs. 
But now the rowing races are commencing, and there 
is great excitement, for everybody will be able to 
understand them, and to watch the competitors from 
start to finish. These races are well contested and 
highly approved of. We glance at our programme. 
The spectators are getting more excited than ever. 
It is 'Liza Oswin's (only that is not quite her sur- 
name) turn now. There she is in her cool pink 
blouse and coquettish black straw sailor's hat, sculling 
away in her little dinghy. Shouts of approval greet 
her in her preliminary practice. Close at hand are 
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her rivals, older by some years, and in longer, heavier 
boats. There are two of them, and White Blouse 
looks rather formidable. But 'Liza Oswin comes up 
smiling, so to speak. Everybody seems to think that 
she will win in a common canter, and surely she 
looks confident enough in her little dinghy. One 
of the fisher-wives at our back throws her a hearty 
salutation ; in fact, 'Liza is exhorted and encouraged 
on every side. The Oswins are popular in Leigh. 
They have lived in the little fishing village from 
generation to generation, probably for centuries past ; 
and no doubt their forefathers came from Denmark, 
far beyond the Nore over yonder. Go up the little 
straggling street, and you will see a comfortable- 
looking, old-fashioned, white-washed little dwelling, 
with the legend affixed to its frontage, " Oswin 
House, 1800," or something very like it Well, that 
is nearly a hundred years ago, so 'Liza's people are 
not new-comers. But stay ! here they are, ready to 
start : 'Liza in her little dinghy, and White Blouse 
and Dark to the right and left of her in their boats. 
The signal is given. Off they dash, and in a moment 
or two there is a loud shout of exultation and waving 
of handkerchiefs and scarlet sunshades. 'Liza is well 
in front, and sculling away in the most confident 
manner. All of us seem to acknowledge that it was 
perfectly ridiculous for anybody to have the pre- 
sumption to compete with her. The fisher-wives 
at our back resume their confidential talk. The 
fractious child is dragged nearer to its mother's arm, 
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and exhorted again not to fiddle about, but to " sot 
up," and the fashionable fair-haired young lady has 
another frantic struggle with her aspirates, and the 
fisher-wives glance at her askance, and whisper con- 
fidentially to one another, and smile contemptuously. 
Then there is a lull. The three lady scullers are 
away in the distance, and we glance up at the sky. 
It is a beautiful soft blue, with great islets of white 
cloud, and the sun, which is now westering fast, is 
hot and luminous, and already affording evidences of 
a splendid afterglow. But, ah ! what is this? The 
scullers are coming back ; and — can we believe our 
eyes? — the formidable White Blouse is gaining on 
Little 'Liza. The more experienced of the sight- 
seers detect it at a glance ; 'Liza looks like giving 
out, or being overhauled, and there is a murmur of 
suppressed excitement. We glance eagerly forward 
again, but alas! there is no mistake. Onward the 
scullers come, and White Blouse is pulling well and 
strong, and gaining fast on Little 'Liza, who is 
struggling bravely, but is well nigh exhausted, in 
her little dinghy. White Blouse will pass her in a 
stroke or two, and they are only about fifty yards 
from home. Little 'Liza will be defeated! Some- 
thing like a groan goes through the crowd. We 
cannot bear it any longer. We rise up from our 
seat on a trawler's mast, and scramble over the rough 
stone breakwater, nearly upsetting the fisher-wives 
and the fractious child, who is still "fiddlin' about," 
and race along the promenade. "Buck up! 'Liza, 
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my gal ; buck up t " cries the shriller-voiced of the 
two fisher-wives, and the cry of " Buck up ! " is taken 
up on every side. We nearly stumble over some 
children as we face along the promenade, but we 
keep 'Liza well in view. She has made a spurt, but 
it has not availed her much. White Blouse creeps 
up stealthily, closer and closer. Ha! she has passed 
her. It is all over! Little 'Liza is beaten! But, 
good gracious ! What is this ! There is a deep 
silence in the crowd, and then loud laughter and 
cries of exultation. White Blouse appears to have 
lost her head in the excitement, and there is a break 
in the boats which line the course a few yards from 
the finish, and, instead of pulling right on to the 
winning post, she swerves aside out of her course, 
and Little 'Liza makes one more gallant effort, and 
passes the winning post first, and the pistol is fired, 
and she has triumphed after all. 

All this is too exciting. Let us hurry away, and 
pass through the narrow, deserted street, right on 
to the grassy slopes, studded with green elms and 
oaks, towards Hadleigh. Beautiful still are they, and 
brightened up in the hot sunshine with yellow rag- 
wort and flea-bane and white and purple scabious 
and goat's-beard and knapweed and flaunting scarlet 
poppies, over which the soaring larks sing under the 
blue sky. 

Here as last year the fields begin, 

A fire of flowers and glowiag grass ; 
The old fields we laughed and lingered in. 
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Along the hedgerows the brambles are in full 
blossom or fruitin?, the heps and haws reddening, 
and here and there is the scarlet of the woody night- 
shade berries and wild vine. There is just a touch 
of autumn in the air. The bees are busy in the 
fragrant white clover, the butterflies and moths 
clinging to and flitting about the thistle heads, with 
their winged seeds. Up on the high ground is the 
massive ivied tower of St. Clement's, set in treea 
Old fishing village! Alas! it is gnwing a town, 
and will become a fashionable watering-place. Let 
us take one more look round. All these beauliTul 
grassy slopes will soon no longer exist ; they will be 
covered with clusters of houses and villas, and the 
" downs between the trees," and the " fields that knew 
our feet last year, in sight of quiet sands and seas," 
will be improved off the face of the earth. 

To-morrow has no more to say 
To yesterday. 

We retrace our steps through the long, narrow, 
straggling street, and, provoking to say, we miss an 
opportunity of an introduction to Little 'Liza, who 
has passed through the almost deserted thoroughfare, 
triumphantly carrying her flag in her hand, whilst we 
have been discussing the shrimping with an ancient 
mariner, but our companion has offered her kindly 
congratulations, and acquaints us of the fact when 
we regain her side, after listening to the grumbling 
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of the Old Salt, who asserts that the shrimping is 
not neariy so good as formeriy, owing to the disturb- 
ance of tlie waters of the estuary by the screws and 
paddles of the steamers. There is still a blaze of 
sunshine, and strains of merry music are sounding, 
and all Leigh is in a holiday humour, and only too 
ready to celebrate 'Liza. Oswin's victory. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 



AUTUMN HEDGEROWS AND FIELDS NEAR 
HADLEIGH. 






"'HERE are two sea- 
sons of the year 
when the hedgerows look 
beautiful — in the spring, 
when they are white with 
lay, and in the autumn, 
hen they are ruddy with the 
arlet of the heps and haws 
id the berries of the wild 
ne and woody nightshade, 
here is the intervening 
;riod, it is true, at Midsum- 
er, when the hedges are full 
wild roses and honey- 
ickle, but lovely and fragrant 
A Sou' Wcsitr, as these flowers are, we miss 

the freshness of the spring, and that afterglow which 
comes with the red-gold sunshine of autumn. During 
the Midsummer months, stillness and languor, heat 
and glare, weight the atmosphere as they do not do in 
the spring and autumn. In the former season, we 
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have breezes, albeit they are somewhat chill; and in 
the autumn, there are the south-west winds, with 
their broad full sweep and invigorating delight. 
The praises of autumn cannot be sung too loudly. 
Is there a day in the year comparable with a typical 
autumnal one, when the air almost intoxicates you 
with its freshness, and the breeze is tempered by the 
warmth of the sunshine, which ripens and perfects 
the fruit in orchards and hedgerows ? In late 
September and early October the hedges are in the 
fullest of their glory, their leaves being touched here 
and there with the first frosts, which add to the 
beauty of their colouring, and profuse of colour also 
arc they with their ripening and ripened berries. 

The hedgerows just here are studded with various 
kinds of trees. Here we have a chestnut, whose 
leaves are tawny, and showing signs of rapid decay ; 
there, an elm which is yellowing amidst its vivid 
greens ; and in the very centre of the hedge, two or 
thre? oaks rise up, whose leaves have been stricken 
by the frosts, and are showing some of the most 
beautiful tints of amber and browa The ashes make 
a brave show still, and retain their graceful drooping 
foliage well. He, however, who has an eye for colour, 
should linger long about the hazels and hedge maples. 
What a variety of autumnal tints we have in their 
leaves, and the season is not too late to find clusters 
of ripe nuts, which slip from their husks as we 
gather them. The blackberry brambles tangle the 
hedgerows and woods, and rise ambitiously into great 
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bushes here and there. Stop and note the colouring, 

not only of the berries but the leaves. The latter are 

beautifully marked. Indeed not only in autumn do 
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they show to advantage ; there is no season of the 
year when they do not lonk beautiful, even in mid- 
most winter, when the snow hangs heavily upon the 
bramble branches. Now in autumn the berries show 
a great variety of colour; some are a pale, others, a 
more vivid green ; others, again, a pale red, and some 
a ruddier colour ; whilst there is a plentiful sprinkling 
of luscious blackberries, which glisten and shine in 
the autumnal sun. The wild roses have bloomed and 



drooped, just as the hawthorns have blossomed and 
faded, but in the place of the blossom there are the 
red berries which brighten up the hedgerows and 
woods. A little late honeysuckle lingers even yet, 
looking somewhat strange and weird on the same 
branches that blossomed profusely at Midsummer, 
and whose flowerets have changed to vivid scarlet 
berries. The snowy blossoms of the privet have 
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been metamorphosed also. Some berries are green, 
some a pale purple, and others, again, turning black. 
That beautiful delicate flower, the white convolvulus, 
has been almost exterminated by the slight frosts, but 
a few blossoms clamber over the hedgerows here and 
there ; and how beautiful are the festoons of the 
wild vine, with its handsome leaves and scarlet 
berries! The woody nightshade, with its purple 
petals and orange stamens, has made a brave fight 
of it, but it has been obliged to succumb, and red 
berries are far more profuse than purple blossoms. 



leLgh Cii»llt. 
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We pass along the hedgerow. A chestnut patters to 
the ground now and again, and acorns drop, and there 
are several kinds of fungi around us. What is this 
beautiful object we had nearly missed ? A wild apple- 
tree, which was a mass of pink and white blossoms in 
the spring, but which is now got^eous in its autumnal 
colouring and covered with fruit Along the hedge- 
rows, in spite of the first frosts, a few wild-flowers 
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linger — a belated red-campion or two, and some 
blossoms of the herb-robert, but they are a sorry sight, 
and cannot compare in bravery with their spring show. 
A robin is perched in yonder ash in the hedgerow 



scared blackbird, with its startling cry, 
wings swiftly along the ditch. We leave the hedge- 
rows, and turn into_the fields. In spite of the bright 
red-gold sunshine, the grass has not quite lost 
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the moisture of the heavy mists and dew, but is 
coarse and rough compared with the tender growths 
of the spring. Here and there are a few yellow 
blossoms of the crowfoot, and the red clover still 
asserts itself, and there are tvesides the purple of the 
thistles and the snowy white of the scabious. A 
fragile harebell or two have braved the elements, 
and the goat's-beard still flaunts gaily. But, neverthe- 
less, the fields are almost sere. The larks rise from 
the tufts of grass in a half-hearted manner, or is it 
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only our fancy? And it is only a stretch of our 
imagination, perhaps, which lends a sadness to their 
song as they rise higher and higher towards the soft 
blue sky. 

We pass through the first field with its rougher 
grass, almost kicking a hare out of her " form " as we 
near the gate, and enter the next, which has short 
crisp turf all studded with fungi. Here at our feet 
are a few prime meadow mushrooms, white and 
gUstening in the autumnal sunshine, and over there a 
ring of champignons, with their creamy gills. There 
are footmarks and traces on the grass which show 
that a fungi-hunter has been busy in the meadow. 
He has somehow or other missed this little patch of 
mushrooms, and as for the fairy ring champignons, 
he has heedlessly passed them by. Silly fellow ! for 
they are of the freshest kind, and he or his customers 
would have found them delicious. It is easy to see 
where the mushroom gatherer has passed, for he 
has kicked over the puff balls, which, in the early 
morning light, he doubtless took to be mushrooms. 
Nearer the hedge we find two or three fine specimens 
of the Agarkus procerus, or parasol mushroom, 
marked somewhat like the wing of a partridge, and 
in shape not unlike that of Robinson Crusoe's 
umbrella, as depicted in the old prints. The Agaricus 
procerus can always be identified by the fleshy ring 
round its stem, which sometimes very closely adheres 
to it. There are several other kinds of fungi near 
the hedgerow, and under the trees, but wc must pass 
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them by, and presently we come to a group of fine 
oaks, not far from the Castle, under which an old sow 
and litter of black pigs are acorning. They are 
having a rare feast, and so are the fowls in the wheat- 
stubble close by. The sun is now beginning to set in 
the west, the air grows chillier, and the mists creep 
out, and over there, in the valley, there is already a 
blue line of vapour, and on the marshes it is getting 
thick, but we get glimpses of the broad estuary and 
the distant coast. The wrens in the hedgerow^ 
twitter more and more as the evening closes in, and 
the rooks and starlings seek their shelters for the 
night. The sun sets. We shall have a fine day 
to-morrow, as we judge from the sky appearances in 
the west The air is beautifully fresh and cool, but 
not without a suspicion of damp from the rising 
mists ; the lights glow in the distant town ; the 
evening star is shining brightly, and right over against 
the east the yellow moon rises up a glorious sight. 
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"T^F 



""H E autumnal 

weather of the 

year we speak of 

has been simply 

execrable. Instead of 

beautiful days, with 

ft blue skies overhead, 

id hillsides and wood- 

nds bathed in red-gold 

mlight, and strong and 

vigorating south-west 

eezes blowing, we have 

id deluges of rain, terrific 

lies, and sullen grey skies, 

■ huge masses of black 

liry wrack blown up from 

le sea One of the love- 

..ist seasons of the year 

A Cosy Comer. j,^g jjg^^ Strangely dull 

and blank and desolate. Towards, however, the end 

of November there were a few fine days ; too late, 

alas! to be altogether suggestive of autumn. Still 
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Cambridge in the bright, November sunshine, with a 
sky soft and almost cloudless, and blue as its own 
favourite colour, and with just a suspicion of frost in 
the bracing air, looked nearly at its best. The men 
were in residence, the lawns and quadrangles of the 
colleges no longer deserted, the streets bright and 
busy, and the aspect of the place generally cheerful. 
To-morrow is market-day, and this afternoon as we 
pags through the old market-place, with its many 
rude stalls and standings, signs are not wanting that 
a busy era will soon be inaugurated. 

We turn into King's Parade, and crossing the 
roadway, enter the courtyard of " King's," ^nd then 
into the stately quadrangle. The broad expanse of 
lawn is fresh and green and trim, but the tennis 
season is over, and there are no longer bands of 
joyous young undergraduates disporting themselves 
at this popular game The first frosts and deluges 
of rain have almost denuded the flower- borders of 
blossoms, but here, trained against the wall, is a 
splendid collection of chrysanthemums, yellow and 
while, and pink and bronze, beautifully lighting up 
the dull grey stone of the quadrangle. We pass 
along the gravel walk by the famous chapel, and so 
on to the bridge across the Cam, much flooded by 
the recent rains. The gigantic elms in the Avenue 
close by, have held their leafage marvellously well. 
Now, towards the end of November, they are covered 
with a mass of bright golden foliage which, under 
the soft blue sky, lights up the landscape beautifully. 
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The chestnuts are all bare, but here and there 
is a splendid beech or oak with its tawny foliage. 
There is a freshness in the air, and the rooks are 
cawing so noisily overhead, that, were it not for 
the falling leaves and rank wet grass and decaying 
herbage, we could almost imagine it was a spring 
afternoon ; 
one of those 
fresh, bright, 
beautiful, 
vernal after- 
noons, when 
the primroses, 
violets, and 
blue-bells are 
plentiful o n 
the banks and 
in the thickets 
around us. 

We pass 
by turns into 
Clare, St. 
John's and 
Trinity, and 

again strike Ely caihcdisi. 

into the town ^^''"' *-"■-->-' /«"'-*'l ift. ^i»//<™u«™. 

and pass over the bridge to Magdalen. The twilight 
is falling as we return, and the streets are full of 
students fresh from football and the river. Some of 
the more favoured are galloping home from the 
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hunting field ; others again, with their trousers well 
tucked up, or in knickerbocker suits, and stout 
cudgels in their hands, are tramping back from long 
country walks. The lights blaze out in the shop 
windows and houses, and presently the whole town 
seems full of undergraduates in cap and gown. 
What can be the attraction ? They all seem hurrying 
in one direction. Let us follow them. Ah ! the 
mystery is easily explained ; there is to be a per- 
formance of the " Mikado " at the Theatre Royal, 
and the University authorities, wise in their genera- 
tion, do not debar the students from attending. The 
"Mikado," always popular, will, it is evident, create 
quite a furore to-night, for already the lobby of the 
theatre is besieged with undergraduates. 

Presently we behold a scene which it would be 
impossible to equal save and except in a University 
town. The undergraduates flock in and take their 
seats, until the back rows of the stalls are one forest 
of college caps and gowns. There must be at 
least, we should think, a couple of hundred students 
present, many of them young, ruddy-faced, hand- 
some youths fresh from the public schools and 
keeping their first term. All are in good humour, 
save here and there one who wears a blas^ and 
indifferent air, as though he had been satiated with 
theatre-going in town. It might have been expected 
that the interval between their entrance and the 
raising of the curtain would be noisily employed ; 
but no, everything is extremely orderly, A few jokes 
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are cracked, and a little chaff goes on, but that is all. 
Presently there is a great cheer as the members of 
the orchestra make their appearance, and a still 
mightier one when the curtain is drawn up and Mr. 
D'Oyly Carte's excellent company commence the 



performance. By this time the front stalls are full 
of well-dressed ladies and gentlemen belonging to 
the town and university. The entrance of Mr. Frank 
Tebbutt as Nanki Poo, the wandering minstrel, 
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excites much applause, but a perfect ovation is given 
to Miss Florence Perry, Miss Louie Henri, and Miss 
St, Maur, as Yum-Yum, Pitti Sing, and Peep-Bo 
respectively. The undergraduates, young and enthu- 
siastic, fall headlong and over head and ears in love 



with these charming ladies. Some ol the demon- 
strations of aiTcction in our neighbourhood are by 
no means undisguised ; some students declare in 
favour of Yum-Yum, others of Pitti-Sing, and others 
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again of Peep-Bo. When these delightful young 
ladies, with their fans and flirtations declare that 
they are three little girls from school, the under- 
graduates seem to rise en masse, and they cheer 
vociferously. It is very plain that nearly everything 
will be encored ; nor are we mistaken. Once, twice, 
thrice, in some instances, are encores demanded. 
Mr. Lytton as Ko-Ko, the Lord High Executioner, 
is an immense favourite, and so, too, is Pooh-Bah, 
Mr. Lawrence Gridley. Neither are Miss Annie 
Newman and Mr. Bellamy neglected. Altc^ether, 
the performance is most successful. Never, we can 
safely asgert, have we seen and heard such hearty 
demonstrations of applause At the conclusion, 
everybody is- called before the curtain and loudly 
cheered. The students disperse quickly, and hasten 
to their colleges and rooms, and soon the Cam- 
bridge streets are bathed in the silvery peaceful 
moonlight. 

Next day is Saturday, and we- wend our way to 
the market, which is in full swing. It is a bright 
sunshiny, frosty November morning, and the country- 
men and women are standing over their produce 
with ruddy faces, or stamping their feet, or clapping 
their hands to get a little warmth. Here surely are 
hosts of good things: butter by the yard! delicious 
cream cheeses, Cambridge sausages, and dainty loins 
and necks of pork, ruddy ribs and sirloins of beef, 
fine legs and saddles of mutton, fat geese, turkeys 
and capons, hares, rabbits, pheasants, partridges, wild 
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fowl from the rivers and broads, grey and golden 
plover from the moors, and a most delicious assort- 
ment of fruit, beautiful rosy-checked apples, long 
leathery pears, fine bunches of" grapes, walnuts, 
filberts, medlars, ruddy tomatoes; and as for the 
vegetables, where will you find the equals of those 
tremendous stems of Brussels sprouts? You can 



Newnham CoUege. 

take them in your hand and carry them over your 
shoulder like a mace ! Plenty of confectionery there 
is besides ; almost everything you can mention, in 
fact, down to second-hand clothes. And then the 
flowers! What a beautiful display! There are still 
nosegays of blossoms which have lingered in sheltered 
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cott^e gardens, but the chrysanthemums make the 
bravest show. Tliey are in great profusion, and 
although it is not yet ten o'clock, there are many young 
ladies and matrons making their floral purchases. 

A country market-place is a place to linger in 
for hours. There is always plenty to amuse and 
interest one, but we are bound for Ely, and make 
our way to the railway - station. As we steam 
towards the old cathedral city, the mists are still 
creeping across the fens, but it is bright and fine 
overhead, and the cathedral is quite in a high light 
Very different is the aspect now of the gardens of 
the dignitaries clustered round the grand old church. 
At our last visit in the spring, the white and purple 
lilacs were in beautiful blossom, the apple and pear 
trees all abloom, and the flower-borders gorgeous 
with tulips and hyacinths. Now only the chrys- 
anthemums are in flower, save here and tliere a 
hardy rose asserts itself, and a few lingering mari- 
golds. The rooks are cawing in* the gigantic- elms 
on the grassy knoll, thankful for the bright sunshine, 
and the cathedral schoolboys enjoying a well- 
contested game of Prisoners' Base or Chevy. Inside 
the cathedral the warm sunbeams have penetrated, 
and choir and nave look at their best,Hhe reflections 
of stained glass falling like glories on the stone 
flooring. Ely is more than ordinarily quiet to-day. 
Are all the people at Cambridge market? we ask 
ourselves. The streets are deserted, and as we 
descend the hill towards the railway-station, we 
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sight once again what the laureate calls the " glooming 
flats." The Ouse is calm and sluggish before us, 
and beyond is the broad stretch of fen country still 
covered with the cold, damp mists, and looking back, 
we see the grand and imposing exterior of Ely 
Cathedral. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

SEA-FISHING ON THE EAST COAST. 



ON the East 
Coast, 
when the long 
bright days of 
summer are 
over, there is 
full compensa- 
tion in the way 
o f sea-fishing. 
The first suspi- 
cion of south- 
west gales will 
set the whiting 
and codling all 
3gog, and when 
October comes, 
with its soft 
blue skies and 
constant alter- 
nations of light 
and shade, and 
those delightful 
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and exhilarating winds which blow up from the west 
and south-west, then is the time for the sea angler to 
commence operations in earnest. The year, more- 
over, has not waned to so great an extent, as to 
deprive him of all pleasure inland if he wishes to 
vary the monotony of sport. The trees have lost 
little of their foliage as yet, for although the first frosts 
have come, they have not been of sufficient severity 
to strip the leaves in any quantity from the branches. 
Indeed, the first effects of the frosts have been to 
add beauty to the scene. The chestnuts have turned 
tawny, the sycamores and planes and maples, with 
their broad leaves, have become beautifully marked 
as with a fiery finger, the elms in the midst of their 
dark green foliage show patches of yellow, and the 
oaks and beeches are just beginning to exhibit their 
first autumnal tints. On the common the bracken is 
turning brown, but there is still a brave show of 
purple heather, and the hedgerows are glorious with 
the scarlet berries of the heps and haws and vivid 
clusters of the wild vine and woody nightshade.) 

But let us turn seaward. The morning mist has 
not altogether lifted and dispersed upon the waters. 
The sea is grey and leaden, with a sympathetic sky 
overhead, but eastward the sun is struggling through 
the mist, and presently we shall have a glorious day — 
soft blue October skies, red-gold sunshine, a fresh 
invigorating breeze from the south-west, and a 
delightful play of light and shade, until the sun sinks 
again into the west, and bluish grey mists creep out 
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once more over sea and land. Now, this morning, is 
the time for you to give a good account of yourself 
amongst the whiting and whiting-pout Your boat is 
on the shore, and your companions, the fishermen, 
are awaiting your arrival with plenty of bait and 
several lines, and a satisfactory luncheon, for the sea 
air is keen and provocative of hunger. There is not 
much wind as yet, but the tide is beginning to flow, 
and by the time it is half-flood there will be a good 
stiff breeze, such as the whiting and whiting-pout and 
codling love. 

~ We move 

out slowly 
seaward ; 
the yellow 
c 1 i ffs a n d 
broad sands 
are not far 
distant as 
yet, but 
presently 
they recede, 
although 

L.=llini{ Ready. W h 1 I 6 We 

are fishing we still keep them well within sight, for the 
whiting and codling are not very far from shore, but 
with the lowlier dab and whiting-pout, rejoice to own 
this broad] bank upon which we are anchored as their 
habitat There is a) glorious tide and not less 
glorious breeze. We are in expectation of achieving 
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a great success — at least the tishermen are, — nor are 
we disappointed. During the morning dozens of 
glistening silvery whiting dangle on our hooks ; we 
have a good display of fair-sized codlings as well, 
and dabs and whiting-pout Sport is excellent We 
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rest from our labours and glance around. The mists 
have lifted. The grey, leaden seas have given place 
to bright patches of emerald and splendid sapphire ; 
there is the delightful soft blue October sky overhead, 
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and the sun is warm and bright The yellow 
cliflTs stand out clearly in the distance, and seaward 
there is a great variety of craft — ocean -. going 
steamers, gallant ships and barques, with a great 
variety of sail set, white-winged yachts, and, most 
picturesque of all, the fishing sloops and luggers and 
baizes, with their rich brown sails. We are not very 
far up on the eastern coast, just between Clacton and 
Walton-on-the-Naze, at both of which places you get 
excellent whiting fishing in October and November. 
Farther up the coast, by Harwich, Aldeburgh, 
Southwold, Lowestoft, Gorlestoii, and Yarmouth, the 
sea-fishing is much better, but a take of whiting and 
codling, amounting to scores within ' such an easy 
distance of town as Clacton and Walton-on-the- 
Naze, is not to be despised The indefatigable and 
patient anglers who waste no end of time and money 
on the waters of the Upper Thames, with very poor 
results, would rejoice greatly if they would only 
change their quarters and proceed seaward. To out 
minds, the pleasures of sea-fishing, and the sport 
obtained, are incomparably greater than those of 
bottom fishing or trolling in fresh water. Besides 
there is the question of health to be considered. 
Instead of inhaling the miasmatic odours and 
vapours which are bred of rotting reeds and rushes 
and decaying riverside herbage generally,, there is 
the ozone of the sea-air, the freshness of the salt 
water, and the infinitely better sporL Moreover, 
whiting and codling, or even the homely dab, are 
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not to be despised as adjuncts to the table ; but 
whoever thought of trying to eat fresh-water bream 
or really enjoyed the roach of ordinary size which 
are captured by the Thames Bshennan 7 
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Excellent dab and whiting - pout and flounder 
fishing can be enjoyed even nearer town than 
Clacton or Walton. We have simply to proceed to ■ 
Southend-on-Sea, where, in the late summer and 
autumn and winter months, you will see scores of 
sea-anglers of all sorts and sizes and conditions 
fishing from the long breezy pier or boats. We have 



seen caught — nay, we have caught ourselves — scores 
of dabs and flounders and whiting-pout from South- 
end pier-head, and if a boat be hired, especially in 
the autumn months, fine sport can be had on the 
mud banks at half-flood and half-ebb between 
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Southend and Shoeburyness, and Southend and 
Leigh. It is by no means an uncommon thing to 
catch some three or four dozens or even more. We 
recollect early in one November in particular, with 
a warm south-wester blowing, when a few hours 
" spruling " yielded some five or six scores of dabs, 
flounders, and whiting-pout The fisherman and his 
son who were with us moored their boat a few 
hundred yards to the left of Southend Pier, and we 
had a morning's fishing which was thoroughly enjoy- 
able, sometimes catching three fish at a time on the 
hooks of our three-corner sprules. As we have said, 
the pleasures of sea-fishing are manifold. There is 
none of the wearbomeness and monotony of punt or 
bank fishing in fresh water. There are the constant 
changes and variations of sea and sky, the frequent 
passage of craft of all sizes, which do not, by the 
way, interfere with the fishing like the " Demon of 
the Thames ; " the fresher and more wholesome air, 
the salt spray in your face, and the distant beach and 
cliffs an ever present picture. Successful sea-fishing 
only has to be enjoyed once, to make the angler an 
enthusiast 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

WHITING FISHING AT GREAT YARMOUTH 
AND LOWESTOFT. ' 

MORE glorious weather than we had at Great 
Yarmouth in the early part of October, 1890, 
it would be difficult to imagine ; day after day of 
brilliant sunshine, soft blue skies, and summer seas, 
with scarcely any wind ; but one morning, although 
the spell of fine weather remained unbroken, there 
was a delightfully fresh breeze from the south-west, 
and the tide was nearly at half-ilood soon after six 
o'clock. 

We were up betimes, but scarcely early enough, 
for when we reached the Britannia Pier at something 
to seven o'clock, from our lodgings hard by on the 
Marine Parade, the best of the sport was over. Some 
half-a-dozen anglers who had risen earlier than our- 
selves had had a rare time of It amongst the whiting. 
The first thing that greeted our eyes as we reached 
the pier-head was a trio of fine whiting dangling 
from the hooks, as the angler, who was fishing with 
a rod, reeled his line in, and by the side of him on 
the slippery boards of the pier was quite a heap of 
fish. He had caught between three and four dozen 
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in a very short time, for the whiting were biting like 
mad. All the other anglers had also done well, as 
was sufficiently apparent from the fine whiting which 
werelying about in all directions, some still kicking, 
and some at their last gasp. It was rather provoking. 



fcut we had come unprovided with bait, and had to 
wait until the pier attendant, who ministers to anglers' 
wants, if they are without lines or bait, could 
supply us with some. The whiting were biting at 
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anything — mussel, fresh herring, and clam, and it 
was more than tantalising to see the anglers reeling 
in, with fine fish attached to their books, or hauling 
up their sea-lines, with the reward of a whiting or 
two, whilst we were waiting for our bait But, 
presently, the pier attendant made his appearance 
with a good-sized pickle jar filled with mussels fresh 
from their shells, and some neatly-cut pieces of fresh 
herring arranged on a strip of card- 
board. We were eager to begin, and 
were not long in baiting our hooks, 
and casting our line into the sea. 
The whiting were close in, right up 
to the pier-head, and there was no 
need to throw out very far. Our 
nearest neighbour, who had for his 
share a good-sized heap of fish, ex- 
pressed his opinion that the " whiting 
were biting quick," and biting quick 
they were, and no mistake. Most of 
the bait was off the hooks directly 
the line had dropped into the water, 
and it was necessary to renew it 
again and again, for the whiting 
were cunning, and detached the fresh 
mussels in a most artful manner, _ 
but they frequently reckoned without 
their host, and were caught in the 
act 
What a glorious morning it was ! 
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The suspicion of mist had quite cleared away, the 
grey bank of cloud on the horizon had disappeared, 
and overhead there were patches of beautiful soft 



blue sky, with here and there clouds of fleecy white, 

and the sun was shining brilliantly. A splendid tide 

was flowing, with just sufficient wind from the 
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sou'-west to make the waves crisp and sparkling. 
Presently we point with pride to quite a pretty little 
heap of fish. Anglers still arrive on the pier, and 
the boats are pushing out to sea with more and 
more fishermen, for it is the height of the whiting 
season. 
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As may be gathered from what we have said, the 

fishing from the pier-head is productive of good 

results, but it is far better if a boat be hired. If you 

fish from the pier-head, a good stiff, not too long rod, 
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is infinitely better than sea lines, which, if they be 
not dexterously handled, are apt to get somewhat 
entangled. The tackle is easily arranged on a rod 
of the kind just described, and it should consist of 
a line to which are attached some half-a-dozen hooks, 
and a pellet of lead to sink them. 

Unfortunately, we have no further opportunity 
after breakfast, which is supplemented with some of 
the fresh-caught whiting, nicely fried, of trying our 
luck, for we are bound for Lowestoft The weather 
is charming when we reach there, and there are 
hosts of anglers on the piers and along the beach, 
and they are all enjoying good sport. We wander 
along the sands towards Pakefield, and sit down on 
the shingle to watch a veteran angler casting his 
lines into the sea He evidently is an adept at this 
sort of thing. To the left of him, not far from his 
side, are two or three good-sized gurnets, or, at least, 
they look like gurnets, although he calls them by 
another name. His lines are heavily weighted, 
and he throws them out a long distance into the 
sea. 

We ask him what he is baiting with, and he answers 
"Clam," and kindly puts us up to a wrinkle. The 
more initiated of our readers are probably aware that 
the trunk or sucker of the clam is rather fleshy and 
tough, and this is the portion which it is best to bait 
with ; for if it be dexterously affixed to the hook, it 
will not easily b^ washed off or snatched away by 
the fish. Similarly, the tough portion of the mussel 
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should be embedded in the hook, and the tempting 
and luscious flap twisted round and aiiRxed as neatly 
and tightly as possible, or it will soon be torn off if 
the whiting are biting " quick." 



The old fisherman on the beach, chats cheerily to 
us, as we sit by his side on the shingle, and watch 
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him drawing in his lines. He does not get much 
sport, but we are by no means unrewarded. The 
afternoon is gloriously fine, the sea varying from 
emerald to sapphire, and there is constant life and 
motion, and plenty of colour, as the fishing boats, 
with their deep red or brown sails, proceed out to 
sea or return to harbour. 

When the fishing is at its height, we would 
advise our readers, if they have never before 
seen such a sight, to venture as far as Lowestoft 
fish-market, there to behold the great heaps of 
herrings, mackerel, and other fish. How it is we 
get fish so fresh in the London market, is easily to 
be understood if we stand on one of the wharves of 
the Lowestoft fish-market, and watch the men at 
their work. The boats come in with their fishy 
cargoes, and very soon the wharves are covered 
with herrings, mackerel, cod, hake, halibut, soles, 
flounders, whiting, haddocks, skate — all kinds of fish, 
in fact, down to the homely sprat, which now in 
October is beginning to make its appearance on the 
East Coast. On the wharves are scores upon scores 
of white deal boxes ready for packing the fish in, 
and in go whiting and haddock, soles and halibut, 
and cod and hake, with a good shovel-full of ice to 
preserve them on their journey. There is plenty of 
work for the fishermen at present, and if there 
was a little more wind, for the sea is like a mill- 
pond just now, the takes would be far heavier. 
Only yesterday in Gorleston harbour we saw more 
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than two hundred Scotch boats which had come 
to try their luck, Gorleston, by the way, is 
a most picturesque place, and there is splendid 
whiting and codling fishing from the old-fashioned 
pier. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

WII-D-FOWL SHOOTING ON THE EAST COAST. 

A HARD, biting, bitter frost, with soow underfoot, 
dull leaden clouds overhead, betokening more 
snow, and as we steam out of the station, the thick 
flakes again begin to fall. We are bound eastward, 
to one of the broad inlets on the Essex coast, a place 
famous for its flocks of wild geese, ducks, widgeon, 
and teal, not to speak of snipe and plover on the 
marshes, and the hosts of ox-birds which hover about 
the shore. We could not have chosen a better day 
for our exploration. The last week of November of 
the present year of grace (1890) has brought with it 
a taste of winter such as we shall not easily forget. 
All last winter there was hardly any snow to speak 
of, but now, although it wants a month to Christmas, 
it lies deep around us, and has transformed the open 
country we are sieaming through into a wild wintry 
waste. It is difficult to match the picturesqueness 
of a winter landscape after a deep fall of snow. The 
branches of the trees are converted as if by magic 
into all kinds of beautiful and grotesque shapes, 
white and virginal ; the hedgerows are covered over 
with a snowy pall, a bramble or two, and a hawthorn 
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or wild rose-bush, with ruddy berries or heps, only 
rising and asserting themselves, in white powdery 
state, here and there. The grey-green of the grass 
of the late autumnal fields is all obscured, and lies a 
foot or two deep under the snow ; the field-paths are 
all hidden and 
blank, and the 
fields, for the 
most part, are all 
empty of cattle, 
a few sheep only 
having been left 
in the more 
sheltered places. 
The groups of 
dark firs on the 
high ground are^ 
all covered with 
a snowy mantle, 
and the woods 
and hollows are 
all white and 
ghost-like. We 
see all this as 
we steam rapidly 
past, the air be- 
coming crisper 
and clearer as 
we fly farther 
^ ,, ., and farther into 

Tailing Aiiu. 
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the open country. Towards the north the sky is a 
soft pale blue, but away to the south-east, as we turn 
and glance out of the window, the clouds are leaden 
and full of snow. The winterly storm is coming in 
that direction instead of northerly, as is far more 
often the case ; the morning sun, white and weird, is 
in vain striving to pierce the clouds. 

The air is bitterly cold, but we are snug and 
comfortable, the foot-warmers being piping hot, 
and our companion is in raptures as we pass 
through the deep cutting at Brentwood, which, 
beautiful in spring with the bright yellow of the 
gorse and broom, is now gloriously transformed by 
the snow, and white, frosted, and fairy-like, We 
steam rapidly on to Colchester, and here we change 
for Wyvenhoe, and proceed from thcnoe to Bright- 
lingsea, which is our destination. And here let us 
remind our readers that it would be difficult to 
select any better spot from whence to direct their 
operations if they are bent on wild-fowl shooting. 
At Brightlingsea they are at the mouth of the Colne, 
not far from the Crouch, Blackwater, Stour, and 
Orwell, and near to numberless islets and marshes 
which are favourite haunts in wintry weather of 
immense flocks of wild-fowl. It is as well to know 
this before commencing shooting operations. Two 
or three days' exploration of the surroundings are by 
no means thrown away, the chief reason of the ill- 
success of many sportsmen being that they start 
away at random in directions where they may look 
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in vain, or almost in vain, for sport. Let them bear 
in mind, however, that there is no better place in the 
kingdom for wild-fowl shooting than the eastern 
coast, and, if their time be limited, it is perfectly 
possible for them to get excellent sport within fifty 



or sixty miles of town. Let them take Brightlingsea 
as their starting-point. The old town, on this very 
wintry day, is almost a city of the dead when we 
reach it, for it is muffled in snow. There is snow 
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everywhere. It lies deep on the village green, and 

blocks the streets, and from the cottage eaves hang 

icicles, bright and glistening, of tremendous length, 

but the inhabitants, of whom there are four or five 

thousand, keep snugly indoors. Only a very few 

brave the elements. We proceed to the hotel, and as 

is often the case in country towns, we happen to 

become acquainted with the very individual who can 

tell ^us about wild-fowl shooting. In summer, he is 

the captain of a yacht ; in winter he, like his trim 

vessel, comes to an anchor, but he knows the Essex 

coast well, and all the habitats of the wild-fowl. He 

is a hearty, good-looking fellow, and 

Lther, and presently find 

ollowing him through the 

snow-covered streets down 

to the coast. 

Those who know Bright- 
Jingsea are aware that it 
stands on one of the 
considerable inlets which 
intersect the Essex coast 
at the mouth of the Colne, 
and near to Mersea Island. 
Not far away, in a southerly 
direction, are the wide 
iters of the Blackwater and 
ch, and beyond the mud 
s and sands of Denjie and 
ness. All these places are 
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regarded by the wild-fowl as wioter residences. They 
migrate there as regularly when the hard weather sets 
in, as the pleasure-seeking go to Brighton or Monte 
Carlo or Nice. Mud banks, plentifully covered with 
weeds, are the paradises of wild ducks, widgeon, and 
teal, and mud banks you get plenty of in the 
neighbourhood of Brightlingsea. The ducks are 
gourmands, and regard the green weed in the same 
light as a bon vivant does Palestine soup or canvas- 
back ducks. 

Our guide strides manfully down the snow- 
covered street, making a track which we carefully 
follow. Down by the Ferry, many of the inhabitants 
seem to have congregated ; Brightlingsea, with its 
hands in its pockets, despairingly looking up at the 
leaden sky and anxiously gazing out to sea. The 
old ferry-man is evidently severely nipped with the 
cold, but he answers us cheerily, and tells us that in 
the summer-time he has plenty of passengers — visitors 
to Brightlingsea— who cross the Ferry and sit on the 
beach, or walk on to the famous priory of St. Osyth, 
some three miles away. Of yachts and steam- 
launches there are several in the harbour, and other 
craft as well. There are a grey sea and a grey sky. 
The wooded point towards the south-west is covered 
with snow, and the great grey gulls are flapping 
their wings and flying shoreward, for they know 
instinctively that there is still heavier weather in 
store. The thick flakes of snow begin to fall again ; 
the old ferry-man is fishing a piece of coarse 

233 



by Google 



East Coast 

Scenery. 

sack-cloth out of the water, and it is very evident 
that he does not like the idea of pulling over to the 
beach again, for the tide is running strong, and it is 
bitter weather We chat with our gallant yachtsman, 
and he tells us that the geese, ducks, teal, and 
widgeon are coming in countless thousands, tamed 
by the cruel frost and snow. The wild-fowl have 
commenced their winter season, and gone into resi- 
dence. We hear reports of fowling-pieces on all 



sides ; and now and then a louder report than usual 
— a sound which it is difficult to mistake — the 
thunderous noise of the punt-gun, no doubt dealing 
out serious execution. What the wild-fowl shooter 
should do, if he be a tyro, is to go to Brightlingsea, 
or Maldon, or Burnham-on-Crouch, or one of the 
numerous places on the Eastern Coast, and secure 
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the services of some old hand, and proceed with him 
in quest of sport He is pretty sure to be success- 
ful, and during hard weather, like that which we are 
experiencing, the wild-fowl become rather tame. If 
the sportsman desires smaller game, then can he 
follow the shore or wander on to the marshes, and 
plenty of ox-birds and snipe and plover will fall to 
his share, if he be a good shot. Along the banks of 
the Colne we saw countless ox-birds, and these afford 
good sport. Round about Brightlingsea there is 
some good ground shooting, plenty of hares and 
rabbits. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 
SWEET VIOLETS NEAR CROMER. 

WHEN are Cromer's grassy cliffs and verdant 
slopes at their best? In Springtime, when 
the yellow gorse is flaming on the high ridges and 
sloping broken ground, and a keen nor'-easter is 
blowing across the broad expanse of sea ? Or in 
Summer, when there are forests of waving green 
ferns, and troops of splendid scarlet poppies in the 
valleys? Or in Autumn, when the green of the ferns 
is tinged with russet, the thorns ruddy-berried, and 
the fragile harebells and white scabious and hawk- 
weed and knapweed dotting the crisp turf? Of 
Winter we will not speak. But which of the other 
seasons is most enjoyable at Cromer? Nearly every- 
one will, of course, declare in favour of Summer, 
remembering the glory of the woods, the scarlet of 
the poppies, the ripening wheat, the long beautiful 
evenings, the glowing sunsets, the branching green 
ferns clothing the slopes of the high cliffs, the golf, 
and the lawn tennis on the trim lawns, fragrant with 
roses and lilies. 

But an April day at Cromer is by no means to be 

despised. The blackthorns are blossoming, for it is 
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towards the end of the month, the may bushes 
showing promise of coming bloom and fragrance, 
and, here and there, along the hedgerows by the 
white dusty road, there are patches of wild hyacinths, 
starry stitchwort in profusion, tJie dark purple flowerets 



la by Payiti Jrii>ii<igs\ Eaal Cliff, Cromer. \h special fermii 

of the ground ivy, and the beautiful liquid blue of 
thegermander-speedwell. 

It is a fine breezy walk along the grassy cliffs. 
Now we have to ascend quite high mounds, now we 
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run down the sloping sides through the still russet 
bracken, for the ferns will not uncrumple in earnest 
until next month. The clumps of gorse are in 
beautiful flower, and fresh and bright the yellow 
blooms look under the blue sky. Seaward there is 
a fresh grey-green sea, which, now and then, changes 






magically to deep sapphire, and sometimes it is 
lavender or violet We peep over the cliffs. 
The Spring has worked many a miracle down the 
sloping broken sides, and the sands look golden and 
yellow in the brilliant sunshine. There are great 
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coasting steamers out at sea, barques and schooners 
carrying a press of canvas, and fishing boats and 
sloops and barges' with their ruddier sails, Cromer 
nestles down in the hollow in the distance, with out- 
lying houses of cheery red-brick, and many a hand- 
some modern mansion and villa ; and the old grey 
church tower rises up straight in the centre of the 
town. Yonder is Overstrand, but before we reach it, 
we come to verdant slopes spangled with celandines 
and buttercups and daisies, and there is a thicket 
of blossoming blackthorn here and there, and over 
yonder some snowy lambkins at play on a grassy 
ridge, leaping and bounding in the most comical 
and amusing manner. And their dams look up 
approvingly, or go on grazing peacefully, or bleat 
now and then a note of warning. The steers forget 
to graze, and low unto their fellows, and the larks 
are singing joyously overhead. Perhaps all this is 
better than the blazing sunshine and sultry heats of 
Summer. Nature is almost at her best. Only the 
snowy fragrant blossoming may is wanted, and in 
a week or two it will be in bloom upon the white- 
thorns. 

But here is Overstrand. We will not linger in its 
public garden, full as it is of fragrant wallflowers, 
starry primroses, patches of white alyssum, and old- 
fashioned polyanthuses and oxlips and flaunting 
tulips and hyacinths. The columbines are just 
beginning Co flower ; the gorgeous peonies will soon 
be crimsoning the borders. There is already plentiful 
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lilac, and the golden chains of the laburnums 'are 
beginning to show. Bright and cheerful as it is 
in the Spring sunshine, we pass through the park 
garden, and make our way to some rather secluded 
lanes we remember well. The apple-trees are in 



beautiful blossom in yonder orchard, and there is a 
cherry-tree in almost perfect virginal white bloom ; and 
the pear-trees are in fine blossom also, and the green 
grass of the orchard is spangled with daisies and 
celandines. The daffodils are not yet quite over in 
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the cottage gardens, and there are some fine clumps 
of primroses, and fragrant wallflowers everywhert-, 
A winding stretch of white dusty road, and then we 
strike into the lane to the right, startling a blackbird 
who hurries away with a piercing cry. The brave 
thrush on yonder elm will not be disturbed, but sings 
cheerily as if in welcome. There is bird life every- 
where about. Pert chaffinches, bold bullfinches, sly 
little wrens, flitting tom-tits, parson rooks in their 
pulpits in the elms and oaks, and parson rooks, their 
wings glistening in the bright sunshine, strutting 
amongst the starlings in the meadows ; and, lo ! there 
is a woodpecker tapping that ash-tree, and a grey 
water-wagtail on the edge of that little pool. And 
then there comes a dark flash across the sun — the 
first swallow. The cuckoo has not arrived yet, or 
we should hear him to-day, but he is nearly due. 
"We shall have him in the sweet Spring days, with 
whitening hedges, and uncrumpling fern." Mean- 
time, let us make much of the skylarks. They are 
singing at heaven's gate everywhere, over every avail- 
able patch of green corn. 

But the sweet violets? Ah! here they are. 
Hordes of visitors to Cromer and Oyerstrand have 
not uprooted them all. They are still pretty plenti- 
ful, but not quite so abundant as they were a few 
years ago. The little children know of them, and 
carry home fragrant handfuls, and the thrifty cottagers 
and their wives have many a root from these beautiful 
hedgerows now blossoming in their old-fashioned 
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well-tended gardens. Ah ! and there are primroses, 
too, with their fresh crinkled leaves and pale yellow 
blossoms. The wild strawberries are flowering close 
by ; the germander-speedwell looks up at us tenderly 
and almost in remonstrance with its beautiful blue 



fairy-like eyes, and the red campion nods down at 
us and beseeches us to take note of its earliest 
blossoms. 

Sweet violets! Is there anything fresher and 
sweeter in life? Here, in this spot, sheltered from 
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the sun, the dew or rain drops arc still glistening on 
the fragrant blossoms nestling amidst their green 
leaves, and overhanging them there are the starry 
blossoms of the stitchwort, and, above again, a white- 
thorn showing abundant promise of may. By Jove! 
there is a thrush's nest in the bush, and we can just 
glimpse the glistening frightened eye of the old bird, 
but we gently hurry away leaving her undisturbed. 
We turn the bend of the lane, and there is a yellow- 
hammer swinging on a wild-rose briar, and a little 
farther on, nestling in the green hedgerow, we come 
across some beautiful patches of white violets. Some 
purple ones are not far off, and this little bit of wood- 
land is literally carpeted with wood-anemones and 
dog-violets and primroses. The sunshine is brilliant, 
the afternoon quite hot, and there are two or three 
white cabbage butterflies flitting about before us, and 
the bees are busy. It is Spring, almost the sweet of 
the year, only the may-blossom, as we have said, is 
lacking. 

But it is time to return to Cromer. White and 
dusty and hard and flinty is the road, but there is 
the fragrance everywhere of the wallflowers in the 
cottage gardens, and now and again we catch 
glimpses of the sea. The sun is westering; the 
breeze is getting deliciously fresh and cool ; and that 
old familiar landmark, the tall church tower, rising 
from the churchyard, with its tumble-down graves, 
is not altogether an unwelcome sight, for we are 
tired and hungry, and the delicious fragrance of the 
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violets and fainter scent of the primroses will not be 
alt sufficient And then, as the evening falls, we sit 
at our window facing the west, and watch the great 
Orion in the clear Spring sky, with the gleaming 
Betelgeuse and Rigel, and promise ourselves another 
day amongst the sweet violets, and perhaps we will 
stay until May, when the cuckoo will be calling and 
the hawthorns blossoming in the leafy Cromer woods 
and lanes. 
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CHAPTER XXrV. 

HOLKHAM BEACH AND SAND-HILLS. 

THERE was a keen nor'-easter blowing, such as 
Charles Kingsley would have delighted in, a 
fleecy blue sky overhead, and a flood of bright spring 
sunshine which made the dusty winding road between 
Wells and Holkham look whiter than ever. Now 
and then there came a gust of wind which raised great 
showers of dust, so that we were obliged to shade 
and protect our eyes ; and it was with a positive 
sense of relief that we turned into that beautiful 
pleasaunce, Holkham Park, where the ruby-budded 
limes were dropping their emeralds, the elms and 
chestnuts in their freshest, tenderest green, and the 
beeches just beginning to unfold their leaves. There 
had been one of the most terrific gales ever known 
in Norfolk not very long before, and many fine old 
trees were still lying where they had crashed down 
across the shrubberies or on the verdant slopes. 
But the park looked beautiful in all its fresh Spring 
greenery, with the daisies and celandines spangling 
the grass, and a purple mist of wild hyacinths here 
and there in the blossoming thickets. 

Presently we left the park, wended our way through 
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the trim village, fragrant with wood' fires, and bright 
with old-fashioned spring flowers in the cottage 
gardens, and proceeded along a lengthy straight 
road towards Holkham Beach. To the right and 
left there was a broad expanse of marshland, near 
the railway, in which we saw hares leaping about, 
and flocks of wild-fowl and plover. Towards Wells, 
fringing the coast. 



Wl. 






seashore 
would be 

difficult to -.s;.'.\, '„',.' V,- ..' ' '■■ ^..-^// 

imagine. ' 'v?, '/"'*'* '* ' ' ■■ 

Broad, spa- .^^ , 

cious, solitary, empty, shut in with sand-hills, except 
at the opening towards the south-east, there seemed 
to be miles of beach to traverse before the blue 
fringe of the sea could be reached, for the tide was 
only just beginning to flow. Here, the sand was 
dazzling white in the spring sunshine, with glistening 
shells and pebbles, and over there, stretched great 
256 



by Google 



b, Google 



b, Google 



Holkham Beach 

and Sand-hills. 

brown ribbed patches or ridges, with fringes of black 
seaweed ; and now and again you came across little 
pools or streams of clear sea-water. The strong 
nor" -easier had crested the waves, and the var3'ing, 
ever-changing spring sky, with its great breadths of 
dark blue and violet and light blue and huge masses' 
of cumulus, was causing constant variations of the 
sea-colouring, which was now grey-green, now, deep 
sapphire, now, violet or lavender. But what a 
glorious stretch of beach, what dazzling sands! 
Solitary, deserted, flooded with sunshine, only 
peopled by our two selves, and flocks of ox-birds 
on the fringe of the waves, and the great gulls 
hovering over the sea, it seemed almost as though it 
had never been explored before ; that nobody had 
ever set foot on it since the first making of the 
world. The sea was almost empty as well : there 
was only one schooner under full bellying sails, with 
the wind carrying it gallantly along towards the 
Lincolnshire Wash 

Of Holkham Beach, on a summer's-day, we have 
had, unfortunately, no experience, but it must be a 
most delightful spot. There are great ridges of sand- 
hills fringing it, with their long sea-grasses, which 
no doubt in summer and autumn are brightened up 
with scarlet poppies and the yellow blossoms of the 
ragwort and other wild flowers. What a resort for a 
picnic ! what a spot for camping-out ! And you are 
by no means out of the world, for quaint, old- 
fashioned Wells, with its narrow streets, and long 
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harbour, is not far away, and there is the delightful 
Holkham Park, in which you are allowed to wander, 
within a mile or so of the beach, and a few miles 
away to the west the pleasant watering-place of 
Hunstanton, with its grassy lawns and sand-hills, and 
charming country walks. 



A Bit of WoodlaDd 



But oh, this white dusty road, gleaming in the 
spring sunshine ! It positively dazzles the eyes, and 
almost blinds one. The drovers and boys, with their 
cattle and sheep, have to turn their backs and shade 
their eyes with their hands when the dust showers 
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blow, and the fresh leafage of the elders and the 
tender greenery of the whitethorns are almost snowy 
white. Even the yellow celandines in the hedgerows 
are well powdered with the grit, and the dark glossy 
arum leaves blanched, but the thrushes sing through 
it all, the skylarks carol over the green com, the 
chafHnches wing from branch to branch, and from 
tree to tree, and bush to bush, uttering their cheery 
" Pink 1 pink 1 " and overhead the black rooks, with 
their wings glistening in the bright sunshine, are 
tacking and struggling against the strong keen wind. 
It would not be pleasant to face the dust showers 
again, for we should have the wind right in our teeth, 
so we wait for the mid-day train to whirl us into 
Wells, and we pass the time in loitering about, and 
watching the hares leaping and gambolling on the 
marshland, the grey plovers flapping their great 
wings, and in listening to the trumpeting of the 
strange wild-fowl waddling in the grass and delighting 
in the bright spring sunshine. Presently the train 
comes, and speedily conveys us to picturesque old 
Wells, whose narrow streets are almost deserted ; 
but the tide has begun to flow into the harbour, and 
several old salts in their dark blue jerseys and sou'- 
westers and heavy sea-boots are discussing the aflairs 
of the day, and the biting blasts of the nor'-easter, 
which seems likely to blow for a week or so. But 
all of us are thankful for the bright spring sunshine, 
the lengthening days, and the fleecy blue skies over- 
head. 
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Norwich Castle Museum Guide. ByT. Southwell, F.Z.S. 
Guide to Epprng Forest. By E. R. Suffling. 
Colchester and Neighbourhood. By Lemmon Lingwood. 
Tiest Guides may aim it had in datk. Uttered, round cemtrs, it. 
A very handy tdilionfor the pocket. 

Jarrolds' Series of 2d. Illustrated Galdes. 



Qraat Yarmouth. 

Aldeburgh. 

Cramer. 

LowestoR. 

Southwold. 

Sharingham. 



Overstrand. [ Norwich. 

Hunslentcn. Norwich Castla. 

BroadsofNorfolk.j Norwich Caihe' 
Becclas. dral. 

Harwich. I St. Andrew's Hall, 

Clacton-on-Sea. Norwich. 



Sti Peter's Mancroft Church. Norwich- 



[, Warwick Lane, E.C. 
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5EIECT10II5 tioni mm i sens' HHHlM llOllii. 
JARROLDS' 1/- VIEW BOOKS. 

(SII., nio. X 6I1L BiCH VIEW.) 

ConUdDing FoortBen Bt&aliful Vievi, ieprodac«d from tha tctt chwot 
FboIcHpiphi by Meun. Pgulioo, Vultniine, Seeley, ud olhen. HudaomelT 
BoDod, Sailst, Gilt LctHnd, price i/-, or Post Fm from the Fubliilun u ifi. 

CROMER & Neighbourhood. i'lOWESTOFT 4 Neighboarhood. 

NORWICH &Neiirhbourhood. CAMBRIDQE & Neiglibourhood. 

IPSWICH ftNeighboiuhood. | Qt.YARMOUTH&Neighbonrhood. 

RIVERS A, BROADS OF NORFOLK & SUFFOLK. 

JARROLOS' PANORAMIC VIEWS. 



JAMOIDS' 3D. VIEWS. 



JARROLDS' 20. VIEWS. 

9 View? in Handsome Cover. 

FELIXSTOWE. SOUTHWOLD- 
SOUTHEND. ALDEBURQH. 



JARROLDS' VIEWS ANO PHOTOGRAPHS. 

NORFOLK BROADS. lUnitnted b? CoUd Loud. PoblUhed at 

3I6. OtCoeiUil-Nctt. 

SUN PICTURES OF THE NORFOLK BROADS. B7 Psyne 

JaBniagi, with DesciipliTS Lenerpres br &. K. Suffllng. 9IS. 

DAVIES' ETCHINQS OF THE RIVERS A BROADS OF 

NORFOLK * BUProLK. 94 l^ews In Pontolio. «/-, 

ARTISTIC PHOTOQRAPHS OF THE RIVERS * BROADS 

S' MOBfOLK & BlIPFOLK. By P»IM Jeooingj. A> kw in ill th* 
eu Eutcni Railway Cunagu. 

Messn. JaiToM and Sons hav* b«o appointed Sole Wholeiak Agenti 
for these EjtguLsite £xaDjplea of Photography, which may lie inspected at 
Uieir EEtabtiEhments, or can b« obtaioed m theii Agenti throughout dia 

Single Copies, Post Free, on receipt of i) nampi. Ao AJhnm, Con- 
tauung ISO Viewi, Elegantly Bound, price £6 1*. 

PHOTO ENQRAVrNQs'o" ThV"rWerTaNO' CANALS 

K^HOLLAND ASELOIUM. Twelra Beantiful Viein. Sib, uijiiL 1 1^ 
Cloth Case, 3/6. 

DBMY 8vo, CLOTH, ^. 

THE FAUNA OF NORFOLK, 

And oflhe Popular District oflheRroadiofNoifblk and SoSoUc Bylhelait 
Re*. Richard LubWk, M.A., Rector of Ecdei. 

New Edition, with Additions from Unpublished Manuscripts of the Anthn, 
and Hotel by Ihomai Southwell, F.Z.S., Hon. Sec of Norfolk & Honrii^ 
Malmaliili' Sadely. 

lOIDOI : MBBOLD UD SOUS, 10 and 11, Imlct Lui ; 

AND OF ALL BOOKSGLLRKS, STC. 



by Google 



OvT *30,000 Already Sold . 

CHEAP RE-ISSUE OF THE 

"GILES'S TRIP" SERIES. 

MOST HmOBODB UD BHTEBTAIHIHa. 



List of Series. 



3d. 



eacli. 



1. MOLLT MIGGS'8 TRIP 

TO THE SEASIDE. 

2. JOHHHTS JAUNT. 

3. JACK JAWKINS'S FIRST 

VOTE. 
4 THE COCKNEYS IN THE 

COUNTRY. 
5. 'AERY AND 'ARRIETT 

AT YARMOUTH. 
6- THE WORLDLING'S 

PROGRESS. 

Price 2ilm eaciL 
1- GILES ON THE ROAD 3. GILES'S ADVENTURES 



7- JOHNNY AND JENNY 

ON THEIR WAY TO 

LOWESTOFT. 
S. TOM TODGERS AND 

HIS CHRISTMAS 

PARTY, 
g. DAISY DIMPLE, HER 

LOVES & LOVERS. 

10. ROGER WRIGHTS 

FORTUNE. 



TO LONDON. 
GILES AND THE 
SIGHTS OF LONDON. 



IN LONDON. 
GILES ft THE GRAND 
OLD MAN. 



Over 217 Thousmnd Cople« Sold. 

GILES'S TRIP TO LONDON. 

Illustrated Paper Covers, Otim f Clotky fsm 
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SELEcnoiis nont jebroui & sons' PomiGafloiis. 



JARROLDS' ILLUSTRATED GUIDES, ETC. 

HANDBOOK TO THE RIVERS A, BROADS OF NORFOLK 

* SUFFOLK. Bt O, C. David. Eiq, Ntw und Reiued Edilwn. AH 
tLe LaleU InfonMtion, with New Chart to the W»lerw»y». Crown Sto., 
dwh, 1^6 ; or Papei Boudi, with SmalJer Map, 1/6. 
HANDBOOK TO THE CITY OF NORWICH. A Complete 
Ooide to ia Aotiquitiei, Calhedra], Pablic iDUiluliou, and loduilriei. 

HISTORY OF NORWICH CATHEDRAL, with DcMriptions of 

Iti BiurioT and IniniDr, Tomba, SculptDrai, Punlingi, Windowi, &c 
Witb a Paper on - The HutaricaJPeriixli " to whicb ihTVarieui Pani and 
Clnilcn an to be ascribad. By Edward Meyrick Ooulbuni, D.D., 
late Dean of Nonnch. i/A. 

FLOWERS AND FERNS OF CROMER. A Complete Gnide 

tothgPlonoflhuCha'mingDUtncl. Oolta, aM> 
OLD NORFOLK INNSi an Account of the BodySoatchen in 

Ngrfotk. By E. A. CuLycT. 6d. 
MEMORIES OF NORWICH and its Inhabitants Fifl; Yeui ■£(>. 

ByaNooaicnariaD. 6d. 
NORFOLK STORIES. By Matk Knighti. 6d. 
NORWICH WORTHIES. B7 Mrs. Herbert Jones. 6d. 

JABBOLDS' COUNTY MAPS 



JABBOLBS' STBEET MAPS. 

■OBWICE, TABKOHTH, LOWEITOFT, IPSWICH, CA1IBEID6I. 

la Paps Coren, U. ; Cloth Catc, i/- 1 on Canvu, and in ClotH Cue, a^ 

On Canvai, Monnled on RoUers, and Varnlsbtd, 3/6. 

JABBOLDS' CYCLISTS' MAPS. 

EAST COAST— from Caister to Dunwich. 

CROM ER— including Blakenejr, Halt, Melton Conatible, Wood 

DilUilE, BUcklint, Ayliham, Nunh Watiliaiii, and Rappuburgb. M. sach. 

Or in cloth Coirari, ij.. 

JARBOLDS' GHAET to the &ITEB8 ft BBOASS 

OF NORFOLK AND SUFFOLK. 

ftr Yaditini, on Caam and in Qotb Can, a/6 ; on Canvai, UguMd ea RoUen, 
and Vamiihal, j/- ; or in P^ar Coven, id. 

lOniOK : imm m sons, lO anl ll, Smltt Uni ; 

AKD OF ALL BOOKSBLLEU, KTC 
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5EIECTI0HS fflHIl JmiBOUIl W PMIllcallei lS. 

JARROLDS' TOPOGRAPHICAL WORKS. 

PEEPS OF THE PAST; or Rambles among Norfolk Antiquitie*. 
By Mark KTugbu. Siiteen IITuiimtiani. Full moroon, 3t;6 1 hair-ncn 
Ro.bnrgll, ..r- Only i=o copi.s of lliis edition prinwd. 

CHURCH BELLS OF SUFFOLK, By ToKn James Raven, D.D., 
F.S.A. Aboui 9> i'lu^T^Kiani. Half-morocco Roxburgh, 17/6; cloth, W- 
Only smcoplMofihr - ' ■ ■ 






HIGHWAYS AND BYEWAYS OF OLD NORWICH. By 

Mark Knighli. FiFly Full-page iltnilraliDDt. ^16 n«l. 
IN AND ABOUT ANCIENT IPSWICH. By Dr. J. E. Taylor, 

F.L.S., F.G.S. Fifly rull-page lllustraiion^ ij/-. 
CROMER PAST AND PRESENT. By Walter Rye. Upwards 



I JIWO OltiaiNAL 

WORKS BV GEORGE HENRY BORROW. 

Author of "The Bible in Spajn," " Romany Rye," &c. 
EWALD'SDEATHofBALDER., TARGUM; or. Metric?] Trans- 
Tianslaled from ihe Danish. 7/S [ lalioni frnm 10 Laneuages ao^ 
IKIC. Ouly >^ copies prinluL Dialcrls. 7/6 nelL The i>siu ii 

InihiPris!. l.mited to »so copies. 

ROMAN -nC^ BALLADS, r'6 | TURKISH JESTER i or, tlie 

MISCELLANEoHs^'tALES j !?™"'"" of CDS'; I'"- - Eddto 
ANDTpA«.SL*TIONS. -wo. Only Offend., j/6 o«t. Only i» cop.« 

JARROLDS' "HEALTH SERIES."' 

Bv Dr. GORDON STABLES. 2/6 each. 
THE BOYS' BOOK OF HEALTH AND STRENGTH, With 

PonraiB of Dr. Gordon Stablts. CM-, B.N. ; R. G. Gordon-Cumming 

fihE Lion Hunter); W. Mcaomb^e Smith (DumpioD Scotlish Aihleie); 

J. D. Macnherioo, (Champion Putwt); G. H. Johnstone (Chiinpion 

Hammer Thrower of Scoi^nd); and ■ Special Letter u Boys bv 

W. McCombie Smith <the Chimpion Scotti.h Athlete). 
THE GIRL'S OWN BOOK OF HEALTH AND BEAUTY. 

Second Edition. 
SICKNESS OR HEALTH! or, the Uani;^-r ofTrifling Ailments, 

Second Editioo. 
The Aiii'i(H^&riiays:—"Tbe»Dughl to he widely read . Thoroughly piactical." 

THE WIFE'S GUIDE TO HEALTH AND HAPPINESS. 
MOTHER'S OWN COMPANION AND FAMILY REFEREE 

LOBDOM : JiBROLD AND SONS, 10 and 11. Vuwlck Lant; 

AND OF ALL BOOKSELLERS, BTC. 
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$opula^ il^oUtiap Books. 

Poppyland. 

Papers descriptive of Sceneiy on the East Coast 

By Clement Scott. Crown 8vo, cloth el^nt, 
with 26 Illustrations by F. H. Townshend. 

Superior Edition, 2s, fid. In attractive Paper 

Covers, is. 

" It is not surprising that a fourth edition of Mr. Scott's 
delighUbl tittle book is called for. It deals with the 
chHimingcpast of the far south-east of our island, and the 
epilhel ' Poppyland ' given to (hat has a poelic ring about 
it that is very attractive. The vicinities chiefly dealt witL 
are Overslrand and its vicinity, Cromer, Lowestoft, and 
Yarmouth." — The Queen. 

Summer in Broadland ; or, Oipsying \o 

Norfolk Waters. 

Fourth Edition. Profusely Illustrated by the 
Gipsies. Crown 8vo, Illustrated Paper Covers, 
IS, ; or Superior Edition, cloth elegant, 2s. fid. 

The Qutea says r — " A hardy manual based upon actual 
experiences. It is nicety illustrated, and is sure to please 
and instruct visitors to the Bioads of En^t Anglia." 

The Scotsman says : — " A deliglitfu] little volume, with 
many dainty illustrations, as a result of a. holiday among 
the little-known Norfolk and SufTolk Broads. There are 
many capital descriptions of scenery, and the book is 
marked by bright and vigorous writing." 

Sunrise-: Land. 

Rambles in Eastern England. By Annie Berlyh, 
Author of "Vera in Poppyland," etc. Illustrated 
by A. Rackham and M. M. Blake. 3s. 6d. 

" Full of vrajm sympathy for pictiiresqueness and coloor, 
written in an agreeable fashion, and evidently compiled 
from an intimate knowledge of the country and its 
inhabitants."— Tli// ^o// Gazate. 

Two Knapsacks in the Channel Islands. 

By Jasper Branthwaite and Frank Maclean, 
B.A., Oxon. Illustrated by Victor Prout. 
Crown 4to, Pictorial cover, is. 



lARROLD & SONS, 10 ft it, WARWICK LANE, LONDON, B.C 
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JAEROXiDS' 

'YflCHTSPIi'S' DHESSIllG GflSE. 



■ide or Saddler's Leather. 

J. & S. can recommend this 
Diessing Case as the most 

complete and compact ihcf 
have ever had the pleasure of 
mtrodncing to the PubUc, 
and being made entirely of 
Saddler's Leather, is of 
almost endless wear. This 
will be tbund specially useful 
for Yachting, being so c<m- 
structed thai it will hang in 
cabin, displaying its contents 

PRICE 3116. 

Full Illustrated List of 
Travelling Reguisiles sent 
post free on application. 



Jarrolds' "pee" ClocH. 

Guaranteed to be an Accurate 

Timekeeper. A written Warranly given. 

Securely packed in Tin Box 

POST FREE FOR 4/2. 

Ovir 100,000 have been sold. 



IIDDAT n it CAUC IHPOKTEBS of FANCY GOODS, 

J AKKULU a SUHa, Norwich, Yamomh, Cromer, t SberlnghaiD. 
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LIKE THE Sun 



"g) 



PURE CONCENTRATED 





Spreads its beneficent rays 

all over the world! 

but, unlike the light-giving 

ORB, IT IS 



Never Eclipsed. 



" There Is no Better Pood." 

Dr. ANDREW WILSON, p.R.S.e. 

27S GOLD MEDALS, &o. 



W^m^^e^T^^ 
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^^iLt coast sornery 
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